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I BLOW MY PIPES 

I BLOW my pipes, the glad birds sing. 
The fat young njonphs about me spring, 
The sweaty centaur leaps the trees 
And bites his dryad's splendid knees ; 
The sky, the water, and the earth 
Repeat aloud our noisy mirth . . . 
Anon, tight-belUed bacchanals. 
With ivy from the vineyard walls. 
Lead out and crown with shining glass 
The wine's red baby on the grass. 



I blow my pipes, the glad birds sing. 

The fat young nymphs about me spring, 

I am the lord, 

I am the lord, 

I^am^the lord of everything ! 
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THE RETURN 

AND O, the heart o' me, 
Here is a pretty looking-glass 
Set in a silver tree, 

Tore which she used to pose and pass 
In sweet conspiracy. 

And here the agate-headed pin 

That, with the silky net, 
Did hedge about and gather in 

Her hair's bright coronet, 
O, splendid heroine ! 

Here do you see the verse of love, 

The lovely versicle. 
Inscribed ; below, a flying dove — 

Above, a philomel. . . . 
Behold her scented glove ! 

And here's the belt she always wore. 

With jade in every ring. 
And, at the end, a tiger's claw 

To make a fastening 
(Deep-hidden metaphor). 

And see, her double candle-stick 

Upon the bureau stands 
This morning, with a blackened wick, 

And streaked with snowy bands 
Of wax, blown thin and thick. 
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But she has gone for aye away, 

And left these things behind 
(To add forgetlessness each day 

To eyes that would be blind) 
In profligate display. 

Nay ! Hark ! . . . I hear her petticoat 

Lap-lapping like a wave 
That bears a naiad-child afloat; 

And O, again that stave 
Of music from her throat. 

Beat high, glad heart o' me ! 

Go, place the pretty looking-glass, 
Set in its silver tree, 

Where she may pose again and pass 
In fresh conspiracy. 
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THE PANTLER'S SON 

IN the mad moonlight, all alone, 
Sits little John, the pantler's son, 
Upon the great carved stair o' stone 
Below the trees of Avalon. 

The castle windows, shining bright, 
Let down broad banners on the grass ; 

While, ghostly-wise, across the night 
The King's white peacocks slowly pass. 

Now strikes the drum ! . . . The merry flute 
Trills like a pear-thief bird in June ; 

And through the rout (where foot to foot 
My lord and lady keep the tune) 

Love and the Devil, lapped in lace. 
Blow burning eyes and pinch the tips 

Of tendril fingers, till each face, 
Capitulate, curves up the lips. 

The music shakes the orange leaves ; 

And from their circling pedestals 
The gods steal down, like leaked thieves. 

And leap the green-grown terrace walls. 

Then down below by Avalon, 
Where open-eyed as in a trance 

Sits little John, the pantler's son, 
Dreaming he dreams — the statues dance. 
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POET^ ET REGES 

TO be the star that Ughts the wave. 
To roll in glory to the grave : 
To be a poet is to stand 
Upon the dais and right hand 
Of warUke Caesar. Gods and kings 
Were but the very dust of things. 
Did not old Homer (and his crew 
Of lesser measure) grandly strew 
Their fitful progress with the bays 
Of deathless triumph-songs of praise. 
Each deed of martial enterprise. 
Of royal bounty, straightway dies. 
Save only when the magic fire 
Of Genius gives it to his lyre. . . . 
A king is but a mess of clay 
Set i' the light, then put away ; 
A house of worms, a wealth of dearth. 
His tomb a pock-mark on the earth. . . . 
But he who drinks of Helicon 
Has life eternal surely won. 
He is the scabbard to that sword 
Which, left alone, without its ward. 
Would rust its inches meanly down. 
While fatted fools enjoy the crown 
It once had fought for in the steam 
Of heavy battles. . . . Ah, the gleam 
Is fresh as ever, underneath 
The scrolling bay-leaves of its sheath. 
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And men shall tremble at the name 
" Excalibur." . ". . Such is the fame 
That poets hold and poets give — 
To live in making others live ! 
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THE MURDER NIGHT 

THE tree-frogs sing in the rain. 
The stars are caught in the pines. 
The wind has fled up the lane, 
And a sick man's window shines. 

A loose horse neighs at the night, 
A housed horse stamps in his stall ; 

A swallow flutters with fright. 
And dies at the top of the wall. 

The paddocks are striped with flood. 
And under the barn-door creeps 

A silent gutter of blood 

In queer little jerks and leaps. 

And the nested rain-drops plash 
And mix with the sinful stream, 

That writhes in the lightning flash 
Like a snake in a fearsome dream. 

And up on the bald, wet hill 
A gibbering madman stands, 

And sniffs his horrible fill 

Of the rose in his shaking hands. 
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THE SATYR'S LASS 

(A Fragment.) 

OR the deep hooting of a Satyr's laugh, 
Across the water, as he drew his net 
To take the blind white woman of the brook. 
Who, in the chequered days of summer June, 
Had sobbed to Usten when he played the tune 
The dryads danced to, giving look for look 
Of every one of his ! What deep regret 
Now swelled her bosom, shining mid the half- 
Blown lily flowers, where the red-lit drops 
Ran spinning downward from the gathered lines ! 
Anon, the Satyr on the nuptial bank. 
When all the little reach was clear again, 
And she within the shallow fairly lain. 
Thrust out his hoof and marked her milky flank 
With two cleft toes ; the emblem he assigns 
To those he marries. 
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TO^WILL DYSON, CARICATURIST 

TO force the private soul grow public by a face 
Known everywhere, but ne'er before with all the 

springs, 
Bolts, keys, and catches, drop-locks, winding wheels, and 

cogs 
Revealed to vulgar gaze ; that each man for himself 
May see that quaint machine whereby false smiles are 

made. 
Rolled eyes and clockwork tears, or countenances screwed 
To just abhorrence of an ostentatious vice. 
How curious to mark for one fleet breathing space 
The oil-soakt hinge which throws the fringM lid of shame 
(So well assumed) down to the earth when devils talk. . . • 
All this dost thou, and more. . . . The world thy bitter 

brain 
Fears with an anxious hatred, for chaos travels 
Eddying in thy wake. . . . Friends see in friends their 

foes. 
And open foes grow friends by contrast to their friends. 
O whither shall they run ? . . . Death cannot rescue them — 
If thou, who e'en canst penetrate the grave, were by. 
The whited stone would blush to tell its common lie. 
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THE WAVERER 

THOUGH she hath said her lovingness shall be 
Immeasured and as constant as the moon 
Who draws the seething tideways of the sea 

By chains of silver passion to her shoon ; 
Though she hath said, Let winter desolate 

The climbing rose of every bud and leaf. 
Yet will her heart remain perpetuate 

Above the wrack of sorry death and grief — 
And, though I know I may not ever pause 

For fear of others' thieving words and eyes, 
I am in dread ; and cannot stay the cause, 

Which in my own self of a surety lies ; 
For, like a waving vane, my heart will spin 

To each fresh breath of foreign origin. 
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TANTACALLADON 

WAKING . . . upon my bed I see the glove 
That, in my sleep (betokening her love). 
She from her lofty prison dropt to me, 
Like the long bloom of some green fairy tree. 

How actual the glove ! . . . And yet it seems 
She is the creature only of my dreams ; 
The mad Alcaphra with his plastered face, 
His slaves, his mountains, and his devils' chase, 
The tomb of roses and the Leopard's Plain, 
Are moonlight myths and phantoms of my brain. 

The curtains sway ; they open from my bed — 
When lo, the ghastly slime-surrounded head 
Of the foul dragon Tantacalladon ! 
The thunders roar, the night is filled with wan, 
Pale images ; and white Alcaphra leers 
Under his turban, till his jewelled ears 
FHck Uke the marish flames old goblins wave 
Above the dead rogue in the cross-road grave. 

The dragon, mid an avalanche of glass, 
Bursts through the casement o'er the soaking grass, 
And down his jaw, in red, upon the weeds, . . . 
In red, upon the weeds, the green glove bleeds. 
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FANTASY 

I LOVE to lie under the lemon 
That grows by the fountain ; 
To see the stars flutter and open 
Along the blue mountain. 

To hear the last wonderful piping 

That rises to heaven 
(Six quavers to sum up delight in. 

And sorrow in seven). 

To dream that the mythic wood-women — ■ 

Each brown as the honey 
The bees took their toll of from Hybla, 

On days that were sunny — 

Come parting the hedge of my garden 

To dance a light measure 
With soft little feet on the greensward. 

Peak-pointed for pleasure. 

While Pan, on a leopard reclining, 

And birds on his shoulder. 
Gives breath to a flute's wanton sighing 

Until their eyes smoulder. 

Then, lo, in the pool of the valley 

Cries centaur to centaur, 
As, plashing, they leap the white moonbuds 

The goddess had leant o'er. 
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They climb the steep sides of the chasm 

With hollowy thunder — 
Whole cliffs at the stroke of their hoof-beats 

Split, tumbling asunder 1 

They climb the steep sides of the chasm, 

And rush through the thicket 
That chokes up the pathways that lead to 

My green garden wicket. 

They seize on the dancing wood-women. 

And kick poor Pan over 
The back of his fat spotted leopard 

Amid the lush clover. ^ ^ 

So I wake, and eagerly listen — 

But only the fountain, 
Still sleeping and sobbing, complains at 

The foot of the mountain. 
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IN AN OLD FOREST 

IN an old forest, by the light 
Of moon and stars serene. 
To me the gods vouchsafed a sight 
Not many folk ha' seen. 

Upon a stone I saw a faun, 
Who ever blinked and leered. 

Holding a stately unicorn 

While nymphs did plait his beard. 
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A HUNTING MORN 

THAT cock that is too young to kill 
Crows from his heart upon the hill. 
And through the hedgetop's ragged crest 
The tinker's smoke blows curling west; 
Platters and cups make great carouse, 
Full joyous at the rich man's house. 

Horns blowing, October flowing. 
They are all a-hunting going. 

The spotted lurchers turn their bones 

Over and over the paving stones. 
While Dick the dogman in the yard 

Kisses the cook maid well and hard, 
Till on the lawn, with high disdain. 

My lady's nag yclept Elaine, 
Pawing the mute white daisies down. 
Sniffs at the drab and her love-lorn clown. 
Horns blowing, October flowing. 

They are all a-hunting going. 

But now the merry red-coats race. 

Yip, Yip, Halloo ! A madcap pace — 
Out of the house and down the stairs, 

Lord John Jolly with Miss Bellairs, 
The Count de I'Orme and Squire Jones, 

Afire to break his new-set bones; 
The parson's pretty actress wife, 

The parson, too, I'll stake my life; 
The little lawyer, looking big 

Beneath his teeny-weeny wig; 
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Gruff Major Smith, plain Mister Brown, 
Hunch-a-bunch from his desk in town; 

The Marchioness of Morningside, 
And fat Sir Sneego with his bride: 

Laughing, stumping, squeezing, thumping, 
Down they come hke crickets jumping. 

Solitary by the table. 

Drinking ale for all he's able, 

Sitteth Jeames in reverie. 

While the bugles ring with glee. 

Horns blowing, October flowing. 

They are all a-hunting going; 
All . . . except poor Mister Jeames! 
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THE GALLANT CAPTAIN PLATE 

"T TIS ship has dropped her anchor, lass; 
A X I see the cross-trees ride 
Coal-black above the white-washed inn 
Beyond the harbour side. 

" The little cock-boat's on the beach, 
High drawn from out the sea. 
And I can hear the fiddles scrape 
* Come home to Marjoree ! ' 

" ' Come home, come home to Marjoree ! ' 
And, through the tavern-door. 
Their buckled shoes fling out a fog 
Of saw-dust from the floor. 

" O they will drink and dance all day, 
As long as light remain. 
And even all to-morrow they 
Will drink and dance again. 

"And he will come to you, my dear. 
When all his money's spent. 
And swear to you he's still as true 
As ere to sea he went." 



' Nay, though he stay upon his knee 

Until the sun goes down, 
I wouldn't waste a glance on he 
For twice three hoondred poun'. 
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"A lover drinking English ales 
And sweeping tavern-floors 
Is farther far than he who sails 
Round Portugee Azores." 

But lo, the words are scarcely out 
When, taken by surprise, 

Two tarry hands are thrust about 
And bound across her eyes ; 

And in her ear she hears the voice 
Of gallant Captain Plate, 
" Look up," says he, " for I agree 
In all that you relate : 

" A lover drinking English ales 
And sweeping tavern-floors 
Is farther far than he who sails 
Round Portuguee Azores." 
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THE SOUTH WIND 

I HEARD her sandals in the leaves, 
Like wings, fly down the crackling way. 
That led, by circles, mid the trees. 
To where the woodland waters lay. 

The little manikins let loose 

The teams of panting mice who drew 

Their roped-up carts of hazel-nuts. 
As she came gaily passing through. 

The horned Satyr, mid his wives. 
Awoke ; and, creeping from his hole. 

Called loudly on her name, and ran 
To see the path by which she stole. 

While, up beneath a rain-washt cliff. 
His thyrse at rest against a pine. 

Blithe Bacchus mocked him wantonly 
Across a bowl of seeded wine. 

And e'en the elfin sprite, who jigged 

A galliard on his pointed toes. 
Did cease ; and freed the bumble bee, 

Long pent his prisoner in a rose. 

The crafty pixie, under-ground, 

At work with lanthorns in the earth, 

Threw down his spade, and hailed the maid 
With gusty hurricanes of mirth. 
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And in the sky, commanded by 
An angel-pilot, brave and fair, 

A fleet of clouds, with flying shrouds, 
Sailed swiftly through the crystal air. 

The gentle fawns, with budding horns. 
Leapt madly o'er the tangled brake ; 

Nor 'gan the huntsman speed his dogs, 
Nor from his belt an arrow take. 

On every side, from far and wide, 

Both man and beast came to her call. 

Save young Narcissus; o'er the tide 
Of his own beauty magical 

Nought could him stir — the very fir, 
Deep-planted in the mountain slope. 

Was never stronger held than he 
For robbing Echo of her hope. 



And still her sandals in the leaves. 

Like wings, flew down the crackling way 

That led, by circles mid the trees. 
To where the woodland waters lay. 
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SLEEPLESSNESS 

NIGHT of unrest, of sorrow, and of pain. 
Will ye not go, and let the day again 
Come kindly back ? 
Art thou so halt, so rusted in thy points, 
So blind, so deaf, so crowded on thy joints, 
So on the rack ? 

Make not of me just such another ghost 
As ye, to clutch and hold at every post 

The road upon. 
Thou art a rag, set up to fill with fear 
The very trade which thou didst practise here 

In years agone ! 

The sweet, sweet trade of deep and poppied sleep- 
Alas, the fustian stuff to-day you keep 

Is worthless all. 
Ye cannot cozen me, old addle-pate ; 
Go by. . . . For I'll e'en slumber at the gate 

Of Phoebus' wall. 
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MARIANA 

MARIANA ! thou hast seen me standing in the 
garden 
While a circling wheel of pigeons flew at pleasure round 
the sun, 
And the virgin daisy, hke a tiny star of pardon. 

Hung, enjewelled in a cobweb which the loom of Mab 
had spun. 

Thou hast seen me, Mariana, at the fountain linger, 
Where the overbending loquat turned the bubbles into 
gold; 
And the lily sent a slender-silver frosted finger 

Thro' her little secret window with a million leaves 
enscrolled. 

Mariana ! thou hast seen me laughing in the orchard, 

While I freed the sparrow, fainting on the twig 

besmeared with lime. 

And the shadow of the dial in the ancient court-yard 

Marked the happy, happy hour to the tall clock-tower's 

chime. 

Thou hast seen me, Mariana, on the terrace weeping, 
As the stars, born in the sunlight, rose like vestals to 
the moon ; 

And the tiny jaek-o'-lanthorn showed the kraken sleeping 
Mid the scarlet-tufted rushes of the wonderful lagoon. 
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Mariana ! O, believe me, all my mirth and madness 
Found their birthdays in the ima,ge of some fantasy of 
thee. 
Mariana ! tell me ! Will there be as much of gladness 
In the lovely love thy lovely hands do give the love of 
me? 
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TIME IS A DRAGON 

THIS bloodless candle, 
This blue old-fashioned bowl 
With half a handle 
To grip with, when the roll 
Of Bacchic singing 
Aspens the surest fist — 
What ghosts go winging 
Like falcons from the wrist 
To see you glimmer 
Your yellow wax and delf, 
(Though doubtless dimmer 
Than when your world was pelf !) 

Time is a dragon. 

What's the odds ? Let us brew — 

Biggen and flagon — 

Such a punch as you knew 

In night's long agone 

To this same taper's shine 

As bright as it shone 

O'er your christening wine. 

Eyes and thick ringlets 

Shall encircle you round. 

Sweethearts and kinglets. 

Like a wreath o' love wound. 

Sons and fair daughters 

Of the rout who of old 

Drank the sweet waters 

You delighted to hold. 
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Time is a dragon. 

What's the odds? Let us brew 

Biggen and flagon — 

Light the candle anew! 
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THE BAIRNIE TO THE EIRBIE 

OSING little birdie and whustle to me, 
Ye're safe in your hoose in the green hedge-tree^ 
Nurse is gane cuddhn' wi' Jock o' Dumblane, 
So sing little birdie, I'm all by ma lane. 

O fly little birdie, fly far away, 
The crofter is comin' a-hint the young hay , . . 
A hawk's i' the air an' a dog's on the ground, 
O what will puir birdie do gin she be found ? 

Drap doon, tremlin' birdie, drap doon frae your tree, 
The weenie maun keep ye frae a' danger free, 
Tho' weaker than crofter or dog in ilk part. 
There's nane that daur tear ye awa' frae ma heart. 
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PIERRETTE AND I 

PIERRETTE and I took supper on the grass, 
And, like a globe of silver, in her wine 
She drank the moon, then laughed to see it shine 
Still i' the sky, despite the empty glass. 

Pierrette and I, gay lovers, full of bliss, 
Made merry in the shadow of the hme. 
And, fondling me, she laughed the second time : 
" My heart's mine yet, despite your empty kiss." 
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INSPIRATION 

THE singing men of long ago 
Still sing ; and through the mould 
That stops their chapless mouths below, 
We hear their songs of old. 

And Philomel, on summer nights, 

Flits o'er the grass to learn 
Some ancient but forgotten flights 

Of music from an urn. 

The rose betrays a richer red 

Between her fretted leaves ; 
The snowflakes in the garden bed 

Drop tears upon their sleeves. 

A thousand naiads storm the brook 
That glitters through the glade ; 

Their lifted bosoms gleam and look 
Like cassia in the shade. 

The mountain wind forgets to sleep, 

And, joining in the strain. 
Sends echoes back with hands that sweep 

The harp-strings of the rain. 
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Thus all the sweetest melodies 

To-day we treasure so 
Are phantoms lifted from the keys 

Of autumns long ago 1 
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EHEU FUGACES LABUNTUR ANNI 

LIFE'S but a breath 
Twixt death and death, 
It needs no sooth to say; 
The midge that springs 
On gauzy wings 
Foretells our Uttle day. 

Man is a pawn. 

To be withdrawn 
Whenever that God will ; 

His words and deeds 

Are windy reeds 
Upon a flame-swept hill. 

The grave's disgrace 

Shall mar the face 
That ghttered here with pride ; 

The fairest fair 

Must soon repair 
To be the worm's white bride. 

" The hanging Judge," 

He too must trudge 
The starless pike to Hell, 

To pay the tolls 

For all the souls 
He pluckt from prison-cell. 
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What worth is fame ? . . . 

'Tis but a name 
Blown world-wide, dustily — 

How slow, how slow 

The laurels grow. 
How fast the cypress tree. 
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OLD SATYR 

ALL day at the mouth of my cavern 
I lie with the sun on my back, 
And toss to the Uttle brown squirrels 
The nuts my old gums cannot crack. 

I dream of the time when my mother 

Would carry me, slung in a net, 
Past palaces shadowed by mountains 

As tall as the star of regret. 

Ah mother, my mother, where art thou ? . . . 

How dainty the horns on your head. 
And your hooves, scarce wounding the flowers, 

So light and so swift was your tread. 

And where is the green pretty maiden 
I caught by the brook in the wood. 

Who fluttered, and changed to a rose-bush, 
And bloomed in the spot where she stood ? 

The forest is full of enchantment . . . 

The sunlight has gone from my eyes. 
But sometimes I still hear the centaurs 

Leap wild to the midnight surprise. 

And I weep, to myself, in the darkness. 

And grope for the Cupid of clay 
I fashioned one beautiful autumn 

For a god to whom I might pray 
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To deliver the green pretty maiden 
I caught by the brook in the wood, 

Who fluttered, and changed to a rose-bush, 
Ere ever my heart understood. 
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THIEF'S SONG 

GIN the Deevil, like a spider, 
Twixt the sun and cusped moon, 
Hanged a web of shamble fibre 
Full of lang legs drappin' doon. 

Sic prefairment I'm aware o' 

That I ken a loop wad be 
(Spite o' even gypsy Pharaoh) 

Pleedged especially to me. 

Hey, my sonsy buxom Jenny, 
Ragged softling, good and true ! 

Here's a kiss an' there's a penny — 
Soon I'll dangle i' the blue 

Like to ony hooked barbel 

Snickt frae by his true-love's side, 

Till my body — cold as marble — 
Sheds' its soul to thee, my bride. 

Sheds its soul ? Gin had it ony. 
It were worn to pounce to-day. . . . 

Cluck, my lassie ; kiss, my bonny, 
Sonsy, bonny lassie, hey! 
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THE WEDDING RING 

THE blind man sang upon the wharf, 
O loud and strong sang he ; 
His eyes up-raised to the sky 
Like white stones of the sea. 

When through the crowd that hemmed him round 

A woman pressed her way, 
And, weeping, put her wedding ring 

Upon his empty tray. 

" This very night " — 'twas thus she spake — 

" My body shall be rolled 
Beneath the waves ; so you may take 

This band of purest gold. 

" My children twain, they both are dead, 

And lie a-mouldering ; 
My husband cares no more for me — 

O, take my wedding ring." 

And he has ta'en the wedding ring. 

The bhnd man, strong and tall. 
And held it in his nubbly fist 

Against the reeking wall. 

" For sure," he said, " some Jill-flirt blithe, 

Tired of her wedding band. 
Has plucked the gewgaw fronl its place, 

And set it in my hand. 
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" Ah, well and well, may God be thanked- 

It is a blind man's way 
To take whatever folks will put 

Upon his begging-tray." 

For shame the woman's tears fell down 

In drops of bitter salt, 
To hear her called by evil names 

Who never did a fault. 



The blind man sang upon the wharf, 
O loud and strong sang he : 

I thought he was a happy man 
To have no eyes to see. 
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RED JOHN OF HASLINGDEN 

BETWEEN the trees we saw the rood 
Of Mary's chapel in the wood, 
Poised like a hilted sword of old 
Against a cloud of molten gold. 

And, o'er the river, came the sound 
(Deep as the Devil's bellowing) 
Of Father Francis' lantern hound 
Beneath the apples mellowing. 

White butterflies swam through the leaves 
Of roses on the convent eaves. 
Or drooped, with milky wings outspread. 
Above the fragrant strawberry-bed. 

And then the grand descendent sun 
Withdrew, while yet his glory flowed, 
And touched, as with a benison, 
The figwood Virgin by the road. 

"We will away," the huntsman said, 
" The stag is heavy, being dead ; 
The dogs are restless, and our train 
Thirst for the quartern pot again." 

D 
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So down the shallow glade we went, 
And through a pine-enchanted lawn, 
When suddenly amid the bent 
There rose a silent dappled fawn. 

A silent dappled fawn, I ween, 
With dewy eyes of saffron sheen, 
And, it was clear to all that spied, 
His heart was at its bursting tide. 

" Stand out, Red John," he spoke aloud, 
" Red John of Haslingden, i' fay, . . . 
Who with his bow my father proud 
An evil hour ago did slay." 

Red John stepped out, a stalwart man 
(Lip curled up from the bouzing-can) : 
" What is a brindled buck to me ? . . . 
Roast for a pasty-pie," quoth he. 

Forthwith he laid across his string 
A drouthy arrow sharp and light, 
Fletched with a deathful raven's wing ; 
" Poor fawn," he said, " you die to-night ! " 

Hot words ! His great thick bow of yew 
Brake at its middle clean in two. 
And, tangled in a mesh of cord, 
The shaft fell harmless to the sward. 

We cheered, but Red John's face went black 
Beneath his cap of tasselled gelt. 
As, springing down the greenwood track, 
He snatched the dagger from his belt. 
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The little fawn leapt lightly by, 
And Red John gave a hunting cry. 
Then sprawled amain, head over boot, 
Athwart a twisted poplar root. 

Lord, how we laughed to see him fall, 
The forest echoed with our mirth ; 
" Well done. Red John, good man and tall. 
Thou hast inherited the earth ! " 

But not a sign or word vouched he. 
Lying his length below the tree. . . . 
" God rest his soul," the page-boy said, 
" For surely Red John now is dead." 

" Then woe is me," quoth Hugh MacShane ; 
" None better ever walked the sod ; 
Alas that this brave wight is slain — 
He owed me twenty guineas odd." 

Thereat they raised him, and we saw 
The sullen blood begin to draw. 
And by the moon's cold April tide 
The dagger tearing through his side. 

I wot he was an heavy man — 
With all their might and breath to lack, 
Not George o' York and Adrian 
Could tie him to his horse's back. 

And iron-throated came the sound 
Of Father Francis' lantern hound 
Deep as the Devil's bellowing 
Beneath the apples mellowing. 
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And some of us rode full of fear. 

And all of us were silent men, 

When we brought home the forest deer, — 

And poor Red John of Haslingden. 
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THE DEATHLESS GODS 

LIKE a young lover (who as yet doth feel 
No lion stirring in his fiery blood), 
At dawn I saw the gold-winged Phoebus kneel 
Before Aurora on the ocean flood. 

She kissed him kindly, and he straightway grew 
Pufft up with amorous play, and climbed the skies 

Until he met her mouth . . . and, thigh to thew, 
Each read the baby in the other's eyes. 

O, often have I seen in these new days 

The deathless gods, all naked, without hoods, 

As some old carving, pregnant with the rays 
Of noon . . . alive, and singing in the woods. 

Syrinx to me unfolded in my hands, 

And once again became a laughing girl. . . . 

Within my bosom I have felt the strands 
Let down by Daphne from her forehead-cur!. 

I have beheld Narcissus jealously 

Stare past his image in the glassy brook, 

Amazed and beggared of his breath to see 
The eyes of Hylas challenging his look. 
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But (greatest sight of all) upon the wave. 
One moonlit night, when ^Eolus blew full, 

I saw, mid siren songs, from out a cave 
Europa riding westward on her bull. 
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EARTH UNTO EARTH 

WHEN Death comes seeking for a prisoned soul, 
And flings the gate ajar. 
The body moulders back to earth again. 
The soul becomes a star. 

The body rots ; the sun, and wind, and sleet 

Fuse it and thresh it o'er 
Atom by atom, till the pride complete 

Is dust and nothing more. 

The storms that roll in seasons round the world 

Take it anew to raise 
The broken paths that they themselves have hurl'd 

Clean from the ancient ways. 

And thus it is we mark the sure return 

Of mortal man to earth ; 
The poor grey ashes of the Grecian urn 

Leap up in second birth. 

We see, with awe, the resurrected shapes 

Of painted vanity. 
The tippler mingling mid the roots of grapes 

For jocund company : 

The buried damsels of a lovely hill, 

The mean bare miser plain. 
The poets chanting in a lilied rill, 

The scowling gulch of Cain. 
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The priest upsoaring on a snowy peak, 
His vestments like a cloud ; 

The ice-floe holding in its bosom bleak 
The pitiless and proud : 

There, too, the landslip of a Judas lip 

Its traitor danger hides, 
And scandal, falling with its ceaseless drip. 

Outwears the mountain sides : 

The marble pillar of a stalwart face 

Above the stagnant fen 
Of things by far too horrible and base 

To boast the name of men. 

When Death comes seeking for a prison'd soul, 

And flings the gate ajar, 
The body moulders back to earth again. 

The soul becomes a star. 
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SATYRS AND WOMEN 

I DREAMED ... I dreamed I stood 
Within a midnight wood, 
Where the pale queen lookt down. 
Turning the black to brown 
And silver loveliness. 

And far and faint away 
A flageolet of spray 
Blew from some torrent's fall 
Music celestial. 
Full of glad luUingness. 

Shadows of satyrs came. 
Each with a flambeau flame 
High i' the fingers borne, 
Roses on ev'ry horn 

Medled with honey-bells. 

Phlegon, their lord and king, 
Led them unfaltering. 
Clapping his withered hands 
Round the deep valley-lands. 
Under the frozen fells. 

With them a yellow brach, 
Biting her brazen catch, 
Smelled at the leopard's spoor, 
Baying his cavern door, 
Shaking the mountain star. 
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How the pale captives cried — 
Ladies in silken pride, 
Feathers and furbelows. 
Dragged from a garden-close, 
Waihng their lords afar. 



And this was my dream then, 
That satyrs chased women — 
But, waking, true matters 
Showed women chased satjn:s — 
O would 'twere a dream then 1 
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CREDO 

OTO be strong again ! — to feel each muscle build anew 
Its olden arc of might ; to taste the air as when the 
sun 
First found me sound and whole, in every branching vein 
and thew 
As hopeful and as glad as Adam when the world begun. 

To know that life once more holds something to be striven 
for. 
To laugh at stings of storm, to hft above the languid 
mesh 
Of lust and love-gone-mad ; to smite the Satyr to the core 
And wel' -spring of his heart ; to rise with winged heels 
a-thresh . . . 



To cast all doubt away, to grasp the issue of my fate 
And make it on my deeds ; to seek good enemies and 
friends. 
To let my conscience rule, yet not create 

One coward sentiment; to give wide berth to sordid 
ends : 

This is my stubborn creed. And though the whirling 
earth to-night 
Were scarfed about with flame, and Babylon urged 
through the shade 
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Her scarlet-coloured beast, and ancient men of muckle 
might 
Came trooping to be judged . . . Away 1 I will not be 
afraid. 
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THE DAY OF JUDGMENT 

STARS falling in thousands ; birds on the shoulders of 
angels 
Singing a mystical jargon ; negroes washt up by the sea ; 
Arrow-heads pecking the valleys ; prisms of gold and of 

purple 
Swarming with cherubim children ; dragons all over the 

earth 
Robbing the sepulchred coffins. . , . Ships with the 

vapours of Hell 
Swelling their sails and careening. . . . Lanterns, seen 

under the Ocean 
Streamy, then hurriedly shrouded. . . . Heads, of their 

bodies dissevered, 
Threat'ning each other with curses, rolling blind eyes in 

their sockets. 
Mumbling the heels of the lover, who gropes with his feet 

on their faces, 
To take to his arms a forlorn one. 

Rivers of money go streaming — straight from the mines in 
the mountains. 

Smoking of Death and Destruction, and wreathing with 
sulphurous garlands 

The harlot, as high as her bosom submerged in the tor- 
rent. . . . 

Tigers at play by the light of a comet, held in the hands of 
a prisoner gyaunt, 
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Whose gyves were forged at the smithy of Vulcatt, uoder 

the earth, by Order of Mammon, 
Millions and millions of seons of aeons ere ever the seed of 

Knowledge and Evil 
Was planted in Eden. 
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THE END OF DESIRE 

A FLOODED fold of sarcenet 
Against her slender body sank, 
Death-black, and beaded all with jet 
Across the pleasures of her flank. 

The incense of a holy bowl 

Flowed round her knees, till it did seem 
That she was standing on the shoal 

Of some forbidden sunht stream. 

A little gong, far through the wall. 
Complained Uke one deep sorrowing. 

And from the arras I saw fall 
The woven swallow fluttering ; 

While o'er the room there swam the breath 

Of roses on a treUised tree : 
Loose ladies in pretended death 

Of sweet abandon to the bee. 

Flames filled the hoUows of my hands : 

Red blood rushed, hammering, round my heart 

Like mighty sleds when anvil bands 

Gape out, and from their holdings start. 

No peace had I, and knew not where 

To find a solace that would kill 
This pain of flesh so hard to bear. 

This sin of soul against the will. 
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But ever yet mine eyes would seek 
That golden woman built for love, 

Whose either breast displayed the beak. 
Through pouted plumes, of Venus' dove ; 

Her heavy hair, as smoke blown down 
Athwart the fields of plenteousness ; 

Her folded lips, her placid frown, 
Her insolence of nakedness. 

I took her closely, but while yet 
I trembled, vassal to my lust, 

Lo ! — Nothing but some sarcenet 
Deep buried in a pile of dust. 
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METAMORPHOSIS 

A DOWN into the pool she stept 
■ As deep as her white thigh ; 
No lotus hly ever slept, 

No swan-drawn cloud on high 
(Saihng between the coasts of heaven 

Upon a painted sea), 
But held her chiefest of the seven 
Bright stars of faefy. 

And where she walked a rippling wreath 

Of bubbles swept the stream, 
Like garlands, flung by Triton 'neath 

A sculptor's marble dream ; 
And on her shadow water-wings 

Of golden fish were sewn 
That flamed and fluttered through the rings 

Of sun-kissed pumice-stone. 

The powdery blossoms of a vine 

Dropped honey in her hair. 
And chequered leaves spread out to twine 

Green awnings, pricked with rare 
Pale patterns ; while between her breasts, 

Grown sleepy at his play, 
A panting Jack-o'-lanthorn rests 

In sensual delay. 
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There was no sound (such reverie 

Possessed that thoughtful nook) . . , 
The music of a moving tree 

Which rose beside the brook 
And drank its water — ^that alone 

(Like some great sonnet read, 
Hushed to a whisper) . . . made a tone 

Of gold on silver thread. 

But lo, beyond a row of hives 

Twelve heart-beats from the place, 
A rain-black statue cursed the gyves 

That chained him to his base, 
Till Jove, through pity for such plight, 

Sent Mercury to give 
Fire to his soul — empyrean light — 

To make the statue live. 

Down from his pedestal he sprang 

Between the young sweet rods. . . . 
His twisted anklets clashed and rang 

Up to the startled gods ! 
Through musk-rose and through marjoram 

He sped upon the breeze 
To where the bannered lilies swam 

About her lovely knees. 

His breath, caught quickly, drew her eyes' 

Slow petals open, tiU 
It seemed the air drank sacrifice 

Of some rich-flowered hill ; 
And, through the leafage, hke a dove, 

Her frightened heart took wing 
To Dian on a cloud above, — 

The Queen of Evening, 
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No prayer was ever answered yet 

More swift or freely free ; 
No demi-devil, black as jet. 

More baulked of villainy. 



For, though he hold, he may not win- 
O see . . . What potent charms ! 

A lifeless statue clasped within 
A living statue's arms. 



68 SATYRS AND SUNLIGHT 



MANDRAGORE 

SHRIEK upon shriek ! And from the blackest night 
A flame exultant suddenly is flown ; 
A turret- window, seeming in the slcy, 

Stares down in gloom its giddy length of stone. 

Alas ! What sounds of direful woe were they 
To break the iron silence of the hour . . . 

Like the dry hinge of some crackt sacring-bell 
The Devil tugs to toll God out of power ! 

And who that man so bold against the stars, 
Daring his Maker with a glove of blood 

To strike him hellward in one frightful glance 
Of devastation to the Stygian flood ? 

Across the cobbled path the long knife bleeds. 
Its sticky stream spells death within my heart. 

As round a silken harlot-hair I read 

Of this red crime the lusty love-god's part. 

The pregnant clouds are bursting into birth. 

And down the sullen quay the sharp rains roar; 

Love, that was meant to plant the seed of life, 
To-night has sown the dismal mandragore. 
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MEMORIES 

I CAN remember still, and still without one drop 
Of weakness in mine eye, 
The brown bark farm-house on the hill, the windmill top 
Slow girding at the sky. 

The six-foot water dam, its sides thick-pocked with hoofs 

Of many thirsty sheep. 
The clover and the pink-lipped brides, the strutted roofs 

Of other farms asleep ; 

The stack of rain-stained hay, the stack of hay yet sweet 

The double milking shed. 
Its arch sunk inwards, pierced and black with all the heat 

Of fifty summers fled. 

And I remember plainly too the she-oak tall. 

Whose fingers in the night, 
Whenever sudden zephyrs blew, took hold the wall, 

And shook my heart with fright ; 

For I was but an infant then, and full of fear 

And weird imaginings. 
Long routed since, beyond my ken, to leave me clear 

For manhood's greater things. 

Vnd there it was my father died (as good a soul 

As ever trod life's path) ; 
)eath took him in, his chair, beside the burning bole 

Of wood upon our hearth. 
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And there my mother heard him speak one evening end— 

Long after he was dead — 
Whereat she kissed me on the cheek; then, reverend, 

L^y silent in her bed. 

I hate the farm-house on the hiQ, its windmill top 

Slow girding at the sky; 
I think and think upon it still without one drop 

Of weakness in mine eye. 
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SONNET 

OLOVE, to feel your lips again on mine ! 
To draw your breath like honey from the tree, 
To marvel, while your heart's red-flashing wine 

Washt sorrow from your cheeks' white memory 
To know you print forgiveness of my shame 

In every love-ht kiss that you bestow — 
The hidden praise within the playful blame 

As diamond on diamond doth glow. 
O stay, and stay for ever, sunny time ! 

Put chains upon the dial's flying shade 
So never storm or pelting flood or rime 

Disglorify this summer we have made. . . . 

But no, dear Love, the trespass I'll repeat, 
Since you have made my punishment so sweet. 



72 SATYRS AND SUNLIGHT 



EVENING 

THE Mountain dreams before the sunset fire, 
Like an old gaffer in his homely nook 
Remembering life . . . who hears not (from her spire) 
The nightingale . . . nor melancholy brook 
Murmuring below th' harmonious pines. . . . 
O turn and see, between the floating vines, 
The eagle sag upon his cliffward flight, 
As, far and faint, in some deserted pass, 
A three-days' lamb, for terror of the night, 
Doth summon death to banquet on the grass. 

Dear girl, this eve I spied a goddess go, 

Light foot, with hound and arrows to her bow. . . . • 

A jolly rout of nymphs with silver horns 

Companioned her; and, ever and anon, 

The dew-drops danced upon the woodland thorns, 

Mad with the music, whence the nymphs had gone. 
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HYMN OF DELIGHT 

UP from the cool life-giving sea 
A grand wind rolls luxuriantly ; 
It opens wide the half-closed eyes 
Of virgin roses to the skies ; 

It swings the spider in his net 
Between the vine-rings slyly set. 
Until he seems a dazzling gem 
In Oberon's bright diadem. 

And through the bean-leaves see the sun 
In floods of golden liquid run. 
And all the scarlet buds outshake. 
Like gills of minnows in a lake. 



Blow, blow, wind, blow — trouble and care 

Flee with the clouds across the air. 

Love is the song I sing to-day ; 

O let me sing that song alway ! 

Blow, blow, wind, blow — trouble and care 

Flee with the clouds across the air. 
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A WINTER NIGHT 

I'nr^IS good to sit beside a log 

A Of blazing forest tree. 
And listen to old Boreas roar 
Outside the barricaded door 
His thunderous melody. ^ 

They fear no hap who lie within. 

But even laugh, and mock 
His smoky-snouted culverin, 
Whose doleful bolts with rowdy din 

Upon the postern knock. 

They laugh, and pass the love-warm wine, 

The while the children list 
Unto the thrush's song divine. 
Embalmed and buried in the pine, 

As far as they have wist. 

Burst by a flame, the pine breaks wide — 

The song escapes its heart 
(Like to the blood of some sweet bride 
TrickUng in tears adown her side. 

Thick from the feathered dart). . . . 

The children in the chimney nook 

Scarce speak each other's name. . . . 
Their shadows, like a reaping-hook, 
Curve round the hearth as if to stook 
The shaking yellow flame. 
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And braggart Boreas with a stave. 

His cloak flung back and torn, 
His inky stallions deep hath drave 
Into their spidered stable cave 

There to await the morn. 
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L. L. 

BRAVE as the morn . . . ! 
Gay as a galleon borne 
Out of the sea-lake into the sea, 
The yellow bird in the yellowing corn 

Never thought sweeter of summer than he. 

For him the pines, 

The breeding rock-land vines, 

The wild sorb-apple, mid the gold-eyed grass, 
Made starry shades and gentle anodynes 

To lay the grief wherethrough all men must pa;ss. 

Chiron of eld. 

O'er whom none other held 

The palm for learning, wisest Centaur yet. 
Knew him, and claimed him, for that he excell'd 

In art . . . dreaming of Chiron with regret. 
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LEANDER 

HE stood, at day-death, on the strand, 
Across the waters staring ; 
His black eyes shaded by his hand. 

To see the cresset, flaring. 
That Hero set upon the height. 
To point him through the waves and night. 

The trembling west-roads of the sky 

Were hazed with yellow fire ; 
The thunder-gods sent up a cry. 

Like mourners round a pyre ; 
And pale Leander dared the sea 
That storm'd in anger at his knee. 

He stooped, and, breasting bursting foam. 

Shot like a living arrow 
Beneath the flashing, flaming dome 

That never seemed to narrow ; 
He spurned the black sea with his palms, 
He clasped the distance in his arms. 

White as the moon, as frosty white, 

Sate Hero in her tower. 
And heaped the leaping cresset light 

To greater golden power ; 
The sparks fled high above the rail. 
Like yellow grain before the flail. 
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She saw the horses of the sea, 

She saw their dust uplifting 
(She shook from head to gleaming knee), 

She saw Leander drifting, 
Like to a distant drop of snow 
Upon a river's sullen flow. 

He sank ; and o'er the roaring fall 

Of wave on wave descending, 
She heard the Tritons' trumpets call 

With Naiad voices blending. 
As down the bubbling stair he trode 
To Neptune's cavernous abode. 

" Whom the gods love," she moaned, " die young. 

Love me, O gods — whole-hearted ! " 
Then, as a javeUn fiercely flung, 

Ihto the depths she darted ; 
While, slowly, from the brazier's bars. 
The black smoke mounted to the stars. 



The Night grew old, then waned away — 
Till Phoebus, eastward flashing. 

His chariot-wheels, all wet with spray, 
Came o'er the ocean dashing ; 

And at his back a mighty crowd 

Of lusty spearsmen roared aloud. 

He looked upon the lonely height 

Of Hero's rocky tower, 
About whose feet the waters white 

Sustained a silver shower ; 
" What though the lark be in the skies, 
Lovers," he said, " are slow to rise," 
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AUSTRALIAN SPRING 

THE bleak-faced Winter, with his braggart winds 
(Coiled to his scrawny throat in tattered black), 
Posts down the highway of his late domain. 
His spurs like leeches in his bleeding hack. 

He rides to reach the huge embattled hills 
Where all the brooding summer he may lie 

Engulfed in Kosciusko's silent snow, 
His shadow waving o'er the lofty sky. 

And jolly Spring, with love and laughter gay 
Full fountaining, lets loose her tide of bees 

Upon the waking ember-flame of bloom 
New kindled in the honey-scented trees. 

The old, old man forsakes the chimney-hole. 
Where erst he warmed his bones and lazy blood, 

And, clasping Molly to his wheezing breast. 
Triumphant floats, cock-whoop, upon the flood. 
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THE GABERLUNZIE 

GENTLE folk, may God be wi' ye, 
Blind I am an' canna' see ye j 
G'ie me pennies, sax or seven, 
I wull pray you up to Heaven. 
Prayers or pennies, whilk are better . . 
Here on airth I am your debtor; 
Up abune the skies sae gowden 
(Gin ye get there), ye're beho'den 
To a puir auld gaberlunzie. 

Gi'e me money, ye may curse me. 
Cashless blessin's will na' purse me ; 
A' my joys, I freely tell 'ee. 
Are engendered in my belly. . . . 
Hell is cheapest for a beggar, 
Where, as naked as a nigger. 
He may gang in scanty raiment 
Warin an' joyous wi'oot payment; 
Gowden croons in Paradise-0 
Are a rich man's sole proviso — 
Z'm a puir auld gaberlunzie. 
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THE RAGGED BOOK 

LAST night I read within a ragged book 
Telling of love unquenchable as God's ; 
And O, I laughed to see each letter crook 
Like sooted twigs on crackling cypress rods. 

Such love could ne'er be part of man his fate ; 

The bloody passions of the flesh make pain; 
A thousand thousand stars shall abdicate 

Ere you or I can see such love again — 

Such marble love, stone-white, and peaceable ; 

Enormous, huge; it tops the very sky, 
Reaching to earth and back, unceasable, 

Beyond the confines of philosophy. 

But we of little wit, and sifted thin, 

Have not the worth or stable strength to meet 
So boundless grace of godly origin; 

Nay, rather seek an equal sweet for sweet. 

Man's love, uncertain, and as often base. 

Is full of fire and lusty hardihood ; 
And love, not kneeling, finds especial place 

With stubborn hearts, and is accounted good. 

We want not clovered peace ; the sap of life 
Yearns for the clash of glaives and play of shields ; 

Our souls go, winning, through the smoke of strife 
Into the swart sun-hidden battle-fields. 
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We like our boist'rous kind ; the flesh tight-set 
Across the muscles of a mighty arm 

Can build for love a holy coronet, 
A place of refuge safe from all alarm. 

The love of God. . . . The candle-lives of priests 
Mumbling obeisance in a stained-glass tomb ! — 

For all their dross, our drinking and our feasts 
Were ours by nature from our mother's womb. 

Live ! Let us live, and love each other through, 
Ours is the love of lusty hardihood ; 

True love can never kneel and yet be true : 
By standing ye shall prove your love is good. 

But lo, God's love is very peaceable — 
Too great for us. It tops the middle sky, 

Reaching to earth and back, unceasable, 
Beyond the confines of philosophy. 
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THE WILD MAN'S DEAR 

I AM the wild man's dear . . , 
He took me from my father's side 
Despite of sword and fl5dng spear ; 
Blinded with blood he earned his bride. 

Slew he my lover, stabbed the hounds, 
Forded the river's moonlit wave ; 
Made he my bed unto the sounds 
Of clothyard music round his cave. 

And he hath sucked my own true heart 
Out of these lips, and laid me his, 
Red and pulsating thro' each part. 
Into mine hand to keep, I wis. 

And sometimes with the forest fawns. 
When morning winds are blowing cool, 
I take their mother by the horns 
And swim amid them in the pool. 

My wild man pipes upon his reed 
A jolly tune of Arcady, 
And all the Uttle birds take heed 
To hear the bhthesome melody. 

While, right and left, above the lake, 
Green for their girdhng belts of vine, 
A thousand glad Bacchantes shake 
Thyrses aUve from every pine. 
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Not in my father's summer hall 
Above the sea at Ostersun, 
When I was pale and virginal, 
Did hfe with love so sparkling run. 

Not in his great brown cedarn house, 
Warm i' the woods, though capped with snow, 
More frantic frolic, more fresh carouse. 
Madder than this, did I e'er know. 

I am the wild man's, part for part, 
He is my lord in all, I wis ; 
For he hath sucked my own true heart 
Out of these Ups to hostage his. 
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SIXTY MILES AWAY 

THE little clock clicked on apace, and yet the rain fell 
still; 
And from my warm, thick pillow I could hear 
The dreary drops drop endlessly upon the wooden sill, 
And the wet gimi-boughs shuddering with fear ; 

While ever in my mind I saw the wrinkled shallow pool, 
Though sixty miles by hill and dale away. 

Where round and round the body of the poor self-slaugh- 
tered fool 
Swirled in the windy, yellow water spray. i 

And then, again, the iu:gent mouth, the breath, the gipsy 
hair 

Of her who, sleeping at my side, did lean 
Her body's bribe for all this sin and merciless despair 

" Ah God ! What penance, say, can make me clean ? " 

And still the rain fell down, and still the wind, all big and 
wroth. 
Stormed in the chimney like an angry sprite — 
When on my cheek there crept from oft the counterpane a 
moth 
In search of company and warmth of light. 

Anon, I shook the horrid thing to earth, and heard it fall 
Upon the carpet near the great white bed. 

Whence soon it, whirring, rose and fastened at the plas- 
tered wall 
But scarce a hand's breadth from the woman's head. 
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It was the kind of moth which Death has marked out for 
his own, 
And through my veins there came a sudden sense 
Of murder to be done. Fate at my feet his gage had 
thrown. 
And no escape lay any way from hence. 

And once again I saw, though sixty miles by hill and dale 
away, 
By hill and dale, the wrinkled shallow pool 
Where, round and round, backward and fore, besprent by 
spuming water spray. 
There swirled the poor unwept self-slaughtered fool. 

The rest was certain : guided by the moth, now at her 
throat, 

Charr'd black upon the silver of her skin, 
I sped her spirit, scarlet, to old Charon's wherry-boat. 

And gave corruption easy entrance in. 

The little clock clicked on apace, and yet the rain fell still, 
And from my warm, thick pillow I could hear 

The dreary drops drop endlessly upon the wooden sill — 
And the wet gum-boughs shuddering with fear. 
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SONNET 

BECAUSE you have returned, my heart is glad ; 
So burns the rose with pleasurable pain 
When freezing Winter droops her pennon sad, 
And Spring rides in, triumphant lord again. 
Now am I paid a thousand times above 
For all the tears I shed so thriftlessly. 
And in your eyes the rainbow prism of love 
Proclaims a truce to Cupid's enmity. 

Lean down, and let me feel your quiet kiss 

Float like a zephyr through my heavy hair. . . . 

Out of these thorns will burgeon perfect bliss 
In golden blossoms to enchant the air ; 

So burns the rose with pleasurable pain 

When Spring rides in, triumphant lord again. 
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COURAGE TO CONQUER 

GRIM and implacable I saw him stoop, 
One long, lean arm set taut upon his bow, 
The other crook'd, and in its finger's loop 
The straining cord where crouched the shaft of woe. 
FuU in my way he knelt, till I could mark 
The white breath steaim between his angry lips, 
And at the arrow-butt the burning spark 
His eyeball made ; the skin across his hips 
(Of some gaunt tigress strangled in her den). 
The deep, thick chest, the falling flanks and thighs 
Striped by the moonlit shadows of the glen . . . 
All these saw I with many tears and sighs. 

The broad bow bent until it surely seemed 
The parted horns would meet mid-air again. 
When suddenly a star of promise gleamed 
Clear i' the sky, like rainbow after rain. 
And, filled with courage of that moment bred. 
Straight at his throat I sprang with fearful might ; 
The arrow whistled far above my head. 
The archer vanished in the silent night. 
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ON SOME MUSICIANS 

A SUCKING Satyr, on a throne 
Of flowery-netted silver stone, 
Espied, one day, 
A dainty Dryad through the trees. 
With shining arms and naked knees. 
In wanton play. 

A woodland fountain bubbled near 
For joy to hold, reflected clear. 

The morrow's moon. 
Too early in the beaming sky 
To rule the starry empery 

At night's high noon. 

Forthwith the Satyr seized his flute 
From where it lay asleep and mute, 

Amid the glow 
Of dewy leaves ; and to his lip 
He, smiling, pressed its honied tip. 

And 'gan to blow. 

Down every trembling aisle and lane. 
Like mating birds, the magic strain 

Fled hurriedly; 
Or whispered in the shy young ear 
Of daisies, so they blushed for fear 

And modesty. 
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And never Earth felt sweeter shame 
Than when the Satyr's lyric flame 

Fell on her breast, 
Most Uke to that imperial shower 
Jove rained on Danae in her tower 

With jealous zest. 



Now, through the fountain's timid song, 
It swept its tidal wave along 

In ravishment, 
To woo the Dryad, and to raise, 
Within her heart a sudden blaze 

Omnipotent, 



She paused. Then listened, all her shape 
Bent forward in some half escape 

Of daring dance ; 
Thus was she won, and thus subdued, 
A captive caught ; no more pursued. 

Yet held in trance. 



She came (so languid from the stream, 
It seemed she wandered in a dream) 

Between the vines, 
Her elfin ringlets set with drops 
Of golden pollen from the tops 

Of sacred pines., 



Through every trembling aisle and lane 
She followed close the magic strain. 
And lo! anon 
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She spied the flowery-netted stone 
Whereof the Satyr made his throne, 
To play upon. 



She saw the moist-eyed Satyr, too. 
Perched leeringly against the blue 

Unclouded sky ; 
And thought Endymion to pale 
In beauty, and the nightingale 

Sing jealously. 



And so he drew her, thread by thread. 
Until he even felt her head 

Hide in his breast. 
Where now there seemed that all the store 
Of myrrh and cassia, musk and more, 

Were sweetly prest. 



His greedy lips forsook the flute 
To hold the kingdom absolute 

Of her dear mouth ; 
When suddenly she sped away. 
Like blossoms early blown in May 

Athwart the South. 



In vain he spread his empty palms, 
He could not gather back her charms 

To his embrace, 
While, through the trees, the cry up-flew : 
" I loved your music ; never you, 

Old Evil-Face I " 
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And so, such Satjrrs of to-day 
As fancy, when they hghtly play 

An instrument, 
That maidens sigh for them a lot. 
Should bear in mind this god and what 

He underwent. 
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WE DREAMED 

AND we — we dreamed of love and stars, and waters 
deep, 
Of shining gleam-kiss'd waves and tears. 
Of fallen worlds, torn from a wilderness of lights — 
We dreamed of ships, of staves and spears. 

The broken garment of the night, the solemn rise 

Of sun to sky, the bubbling note 
Of birds new-waked, the whisthng of the urchin wind, 

The white sail of a fisherboat. 



The long red Une of dead and squatting hills of sand, 
The smell of salt combined with bloom. 

The sweetest minglement of needleprick and kiss. 
Of fire, resin-fed, and gloom. 

We saw the broad-beaked, heavy-headed water-bird 

Drop hke a shining stone from sight, 
Or as a star, weak from long holding at the dome. 

Lets loose and's shotten through the night. 

We dreamed of torches, and of tigers' yellow eyes, 

Of shredded, scarlet-threaded smoke. 
Of burnt, brown, lazy arms and bits of unwashed gold, 

Of bird-note and of buU-frog croak 
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And snow-pale fleets of water-lilies and green leaves, 

Of bursting nuts and falling rain, 
Of God, of single tears, of kneeling men, and much 

That coupled heart with muscle pain. 

We dreamed of kings who fought with kings, like dogs for 
bones, 

Their dust blown up against the moon, 
All hair and crowns, and spotted with hot quarrel blood, 

Their stockings sinking to their shoon. 

Of brazen bishops, kissing girls and dancing jigs. 

Or eating cheese inside the church ; 
Of lawyers talking medicine and swapping wigs, 

Of schoolboys knowledgeless of birch. 

Of muffled boat-oars, and of flat-boned prancing mares. 
Of watching men 'neath stretching trees ; 

Of the wise angel Tarna and the fiery bear; 
Of ruined roses in a breeze. 

Of heavy, soulless smiles reflected in a glass ; 

Of cups of poisoned amber wine ; 
Of burnt-out flambeaux, cracking in a deathlv dark 

And fusing out a scent of pine. 

Of woman-arms outspread for love, of gleaming teeth, 

Of pillowed folds of thick-rolled hair. 
Of panting tiny breasts, and whispered naughtiness. 

Of Cupid in a gold-got lair ; 

Of one who trode a midnight road with fright-tight fist, 

Of drunken bending shrubs, of hills 
Low-browed and beetling, shelterless, begowned with mist 

That catches at the throat and chills. 
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Of fire and cake and ale, of blue tobacco smoke, 

Of rousing ten-voiced chorus songs ; 
Of the wee chuckling of the clock before we woke 

And broke the withy slumber-thongs. 
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BELOW THE MOON 

HERE, in these lilies near the orchard-hill. 
Let you and me, my pretty love, all night 
Play quip on quip with Eros till the still 
Deep moon lays down her bowl of silver Ught. 

O warm ripe woman-fruit, your blossom-breath 
Burns like the juice of summer on my lip. 

It reives my spirit of the thought of death, 
And plaits a pleasure in the penance-whip. 

Before this blue-lit eve my thirsty heart 
Had never fallen to your wondrous face — 

But ere another morrow's sun may start, 
We go from each as strangers in this place. 

Yea, and the yellow dawn shall only find 
The long bent lilies and the sweet-eyed grass, 

Where Dian saw a one-night's bride recHned, 
And waxed more white to see the kisses pass. 

The meadow spider shall unloose his tent 
Here in the hollow which your shining head 

Hath consecrated with its curls, and lent 
The slumberous odour of their fragrant red. 

Our love is truer that no slipshod oath 
Will lock with hes the progress of our sin ; 

The cold, hard legend of a plighted troth 
Too often breaks the heart 'tis graven in. 
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But we, with cap and bells, shall mock all night 

The manikin of Venus till the still 
Deep moon lay down her bowl of silver light 

Below these lilies near the orchard-hill. 
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AFTER THE CHASE 

LOUD cracks the torch against the whited wall, 
The hounds lie down to sleep upon the reeds. 
While, thro' the pot-smoke of the scullion's hall, 
The henchmen quarrel and the stag still bleeds. 

The mighty lord of this great castleage. 
Drinking his simple bowl of curded milk, 

Plucks at the Jew-girl's chin or corsetage. 
And spreads his forest dust across the silk. 

But aye his heart is on his lady set. 

It glows to be her king for all the while; 

The page-boy, on the garden parapet, 

Hollows his hand to hide the naughty smile. 
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THE PRISONER 

LIKE an huge bird, Death folds his dusty wings 
High on a housetop, up against the sky ; 
Without the town a httle milkmaid sings 
Her simple love to rustic melody. . . . 

The fierce young trooper, with his drawn white scars. 
All cold and starving in his sunless jail. 

Holds out for welcome, thro' the jealous bars. 
His palsied fingers to that vision pale. 

Death heeds him not, but ravished by the notes. 
Clear as a bell, the pretty herd-girl sings. 

Cranes his lean neck, then shadowily floats 
Down the dim valley on his tented wings. 
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FOUR ETCHINGS 



ENAMORADO 



HEDGES and fields of barley . . . and a cool grey sky 
of rain. 
Birds in the empty belfry, while the day burns gold again ; 
And Love, with her eyes wide open, answering look for look. 
Kiss-kissing her indolent fingers, leans over the brook. 

What fool would reach out for to-morrow if now it be fair ? 
All Hope is a Will-o'-wisp lighting the vale of despair. 



She was mine, and the stars know it, 
Her cheeks show it. . . . 
Her heart in my hollowing hand 
Glows, and grows, like a red rose grand. 
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ESTRANGEMENT 

HE came, and she, half wakened in my arms, 
^ Was turning, drowsily, afresh to sleep. 
When the mad devil hidden mid her charms 
Stabbed her, , . . and bade her better vigil keep. 

At once I saw him draw her easily 
Into his silken web of amoury. 

Just as a pearl from out a careless palm 
Fades, and keeps fading, down the filmy calm 
Of some unfathomable ocean well, 
So from my life, and mind, she straightway fell. 
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DESOLATION 

THE somnolent light of the moon, and the shadowy 
stairs 
Bestrewn with the leaves of camellias . . . the desolate 
porch ; >si.« 

The star like a bloom on the lake, and the lilac-sweet 
airs . . . 
The flame, and the scent ... of an epithalamium torch ! 
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INVOCATION 

O NIGHT ! O clouds ! O grove of sacred trees ! 
Wrap me for ever in your solemn shade, 
And when the sun, returning o'er the seas, 

Flashes his eye where late my footsteps stray'd, 
Let the soft wind blow out that little mark, 
Let memory fail and no man know of me ; 
Only at dawn, to speed my soul, the lark. 
Pleasing the gods, will carol joyously. 



104 SATYRS AND SUNLIGHT 



BACCHANALIA 

WINTER had gone. . . . The altar smoke of Spring 
Filled the starred night with dreams too amorous 
To please the blood. Pale Virtue felt the sting 
Swell his dead flesh : and songs, grown clamorous, 
Burst like a storm between the far-off trees, 
Till the combed flames of some wild forest crowd 
Flashed i' the eyes and wove strange traceries 
On wetted hill and sohtary cloud. 
Anon Silenus, and his shining hair 
Clung in fat ringlets to the wine-dipp'd leaves 
That bound his forehead, while he rode mid-air 
Upon the shoulders of his vineyard thieves. 
Whose crooked legs could scarce uphold the weight 
His tun-hke belly put on them : their hips 
Swayed out of time, and by their stupid gait 
Made the mad flagon slash his hooded lips 
And mix its liquor with his veins. 

I saw 
A woman, white as milk, dance on a bough ; 
Her hands were full of fire and burning straw, 
And from her zone the cruel keys of hell 
Swung o'er the mob. Her copper-coloured curls 
Were borne aloft by angry dragon-flies. 
Wagging their wings to lift the snake of pearls 
That girt about her temples garland-wise ; 
And while she leapt she cried out bitterly, 
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Or gnashed her teeth, or struck upon her breast, 

As if some devilish tabor's fantasy 

Beat in her ear a tune that gave no rest. 

Then, at a bUnk, she vanisht into space. 

And all was dark where she had lately been, 

And every rock flung echoes of the race 

Of cloven hooves along the black ravine. 



Out of the night the long procession roll'd. 

The thyrsis rattled and the torches blazed. 

Spitting great drops of molten resin gold 

Into the hvid eyes of those who gazed 

Up at their god. " We die ! " they called, " we die ! " 

But still drew on. Their sleek, oiled bodies turned 

Like lazy waves beneath a thunderous sky. 

Where no sun shines and all the stars are burned. • . . 

An hundred women (beautiful as bronze 

Carven and moulded to a form divine), 

In thin diaphanous caparisons. 

Sang the round melodies of wildwood wine, 

WMle frohc satyrs, joining hand in hand 

With airy cupids, linked blue heaven to earth 

In looped-up laughingness, that fanned 

The slumbrous cedar-trees to rustling mirth. . • . 

Then, drawn upon a bed with oaken wheels 

By seven centaurs from high Pindus' crest. 

Belated Venus, mid the clashing peals 

Of many cymbals, laughed ; and from her breast 

Threw dove on dove to weave a canopy 

Of wings between her and the watching moon, 

Until she faded, dim and shadowy, 

As some deep blossom in a dark lagoon. 

Behind her trooped a parti-coloured train 

Of amorous panthers, stretching forth their necks 
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Beneath tall hoods of jewell'd cloth and chain; 

And, while they walked, their mouths dropped rose-white 

flecks 
To make a carpet for their silent feet. . . . 
Pale Eunuchs jealously trod after them. 
With sicklied eyes and hearts that scarce could beat 
For very rage of love's lost diadem. 

Into the night I saw the rabble float, 
And there remained not one, or man or beast : 
When lo, the lark ! with one glad open note. 
Bade all the sky burn incense in the east. 
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LORD BISHOP O' WITCHES' POOL 

TO-MORROW, at the hour of noon. 
They'll stretch my craig at Tyburn Tree 
For that I flogged the shaven loon, 
And eased him of his tithe monee. 



Well do I mind his Flemish mare. 
Her corn-blown ribs and plaited tail. 

The crooks and mitres on her gear. 
Her soft black muzzle split with hail, 

The winking lamps that birred and leapt 
Like yellow leaves against the storm, 

The wheel-spoke window, where there slept 
His holy lordship, snug and warm. 

But most I mind the limber lass 
Who laughed to see my pistolos 

Across the doorway peep and pass 
Irreverent to her master's nose. 

Brother, you should ha' seen him skip, , . . 

Ernulphus never swore so loud. 
Nor George the Bear, to feel the whip 

That gars him dance before the crowd. 
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I peeled his fingers of their rings, 

And wiped the sweat from round his mouth, 
And took the flask with silver wings 

To speed his journey safely South. 

Anon, when I had mockt my fill, 

I tied a visor to his face 
And set him on my Rawbone Jill,^ 

While I turned Bishop in his place. 

Ods fish ! It made me roar to see 

His portly beUy, looming big, 
Drop witherward when, suddenly, 

I plumped a bullet thro' his wig. 



The constables came wheelin' down 
(Joe Dagger and his Flying Eight), 

And chivvied him past Whitworth Town, 
Mid rain and ice, to Roman Gate. 

In starless dark, for seven mile. 
The gallant prelate held the lead. 

Till, charging bUndfold at a stile, 
He shot to earth behind his steed. 

Joe cried a cock-a-doodle-doo, 

And struck a flint inside his hat, 

To mark the quarry, when there blew 
So great a gust it quenched it pat. 

" Death o' my soul ! " said Peter Bond, 
" Look close, and mark 'ee how the fool 

Taketh his ease beside the pond, 

Where drips his grandam's ducking-stool." 
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Thereat they caught him, well agreed. 
By neck and crop, and in the ditch, 

Among the frozen frogs and weed, 
Deep sunk him like the Wenham witch. ' 

'Twas Candlemas, and, far away, 
The tinkUng beUs rang crisp and clear. 

While through the dead drencht twigs o' May 
Saint Swithin's hght began appear. 

But aye the merry catchpole crew 
Did ply the stool and swingle-beam, 

And, up and down, the Bishop flew 
Wi' tails of mud from every seam. 

(Dear Rabelais, eternal lord 

O'er all the realm of fun and wit. 
Whose pen out-prickt the sharpest sword, 

How couldst thou now have practised it I) 

For me, it doth suffy to tell 

How Miss and Master Mumble-Hymn 

Desart the kirk and ran pell-mell 
A-lanthorning, wi' horn and glim. 

To solve the riddle, if they might. 
Of why their Shepherd stay'd so late ; 

When, blanched and breathless, thro' the night. 
The sexton screamed ..." At Roman Gate , , j 

With merry-make, round Witches' Pool, 

Nine devils dance in cloaks o' mud ; 
And, hoisty-foisty, i' the stool, 

These poor old eyes beheld me lud!" 
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Small need to stretch an idle tale 

(To-morrow, stretcht this neck will be), 

But, when I trowl my stirrup-ale, 

" God speed the lass who coached wi' me ! " 
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LAMENT 

MY unicorn . . . my unicorn is dead, 
He with the swift long flanks and kingly head, 
The great, tall, spiring horn . . . the yellow-eyed. 
Fierce-bearded husband of the forest side. 



The moon of love creeps through our trysting-tree 
(O may it never shine again on me) ; 
The pears and barley that I stole to-night 
Fill the slow wind with odorous delight. 

My unicorn . . . my unicorn is dead. 

These rocks will ne'er re-echo to his tread ; 

No more he'll crush me in his passion's drouth. 

Nor crop the wildings from my warm, wet mouth. 

He was so strong, so battailous and proud. 
The leopard trembled when his challenge loud 
Pealed down the chff, and shook the satyrs' caves. 
High on Oreema o'er the river waves. 

My unicorn . . . my unicorn is dead ; 
The women of the wood will make his bed. 
And weep ... for he was monarch over them . . . 
While I burn rue and sing his requiem. 
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O never more I'll hear him call to me, 
Or spy his peak come travelling o'er the sea, 
Swift as a kestrel on its tented wings, 
Between the conches of the Triton kings. 

My unicorn . . . my unicorn is dead. 
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THE PHANTOM MISTRESS 

HE gave my heart cold words to feed upon ; 
And, as December kills the weary year 
When all her summer loveliness is gone, 

So he with pride and many a look austere 
Quailed me at vesper and at orison. 

But what he would not yield in privacy 
He'd make a show of on a hunting-day. 

And lead me forth, for all the world to see. 
His public doll and drest-up kissing- jay ; 

Good wives, not understanded, think of me ! 

At fall of night his mare unto her groom 
Went to be fed, his hawk her dainty bit 

Was given ; the hounds also ,• . . . but in the room 
Where their liege lord at ease was wont to sit, 

Like some poor drudge upon the edge of gloom 
I kneeled away each hour and counted it. 

Alack, dear God, virginity is hell. . , . 

And marriage is not heaven, inconsummate ; 
A woman barren is a woman well 

Avoided : he that hath a great estate. 
Saving his wife should bear, may ring his knell. 

Day followed day. . . . But once my bosom stood 
Stiff to my heart when suddenly, in play, 

He toucht the flesh, and my responsive blood 
Rose like a river, till he drew away 

As one who scorned to try my womanhood. 

U 
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And thro' the long, cold nights, companionless, 
I've often gazed my whole soul down on him, 

Begging of Christ to pity my distress. 
With eyes in grief perpetually dim. . . . 

But never yet mine answer has been yes. 

Always he murmured words that thrilled me thro'- 
Words of dear love, and, stooping to his ear, 

I've made reply as silly lovers do, 
Whereon he'd wake convulsive, and in fear 

Gape curses back on her whom he should woo. 

O, I have seen him take the empty dark 
Into his arms; then at one fiery kiss. 

Drop like a dead man, to his pillow, stark ; 
There, to await his metamorphosis . . . 

While I, in horror, listened for the lark. 

The dreadful days dragged sluggishly along. 
And still the adulterous air lay on his Ups, 

Sucking his life out who was once so strong 
The desert-lions yielded to his grips. . . . 

And all my shame was growing to a song. 



Lorak, his dwarf, whom he for little crime 

Had stripped and whipped befpre the maids and men 

Came to our chamber on the midnight chime. 
With eyes of flame, like Cerberus from his den. 

Upon all fours, shag-coated o'er the grime. 

No word spake he ; but from his garter drew 
A narrow knife, whose long tongue pierced the mur 

Now here, now there, or as a thin flame blew 
Straight up the arras, till a gusty jerk 

Drowned it in blackness while the terror grew. 



SATYRS AND SUNLIGHT 115 

And then the moon brake thro' the cedar-tree 
That shook its shadow o'er our loveless bed, 

And Lorak, startled, setting eyes on me, 

Let the mad blade slide out, and turned and fled. . . . 

And lo, the knife rolled slowly down my knee. 

Wherefore what Lorak did not dare to do, 
That same dared I . . . and, like a second Jael, 

A second sleeping Sisera I slew. . . . 

Would God the pleasure of the bloody nail 

To her who drave it coward-bravely thro' 

Had come when I dwarf-Lorak's whinyard drew. 

But I, who killed this man in jealousy. 

Thereby confirmed that passion thrice-crowned king 

Of all myself ; for, while he died, at me 

He shot triumphant smiles and seemed to sing : 

" Bride-of-my-dreams, I fly, I fly to thee ! " 

All night the rain made thunder on the roof, 
All night the wind's wet women, riding by, 

Whipt their black stallions till each iron hoof 
Threw sparks in thousands o'er the broken sky : 

All night his body on the bed lay 'loof. 

I saw their open mouths and long white hair, 
And heard their chanting far above the stars, 

Till, one by one, they withered in the flare 
Of day, that reddened round the window-bars 

For shame to show that dreadful bridal there. 

Then Matthew came, who straightway found a tree 
To hang poor Lorak, wriggling, in the leaves, 

Close at my bower, so I might hear and see 
His stone-tied heels rap galliards on the eaves ; 

The while my lord sang mockingly at me : 

" Bride-of-my-dreams, I love, I love but thee ! " 
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But when, to stop his kissing and his songs, 
I bound his mouth three passes with a scarf, 

Bidding him buss his wanton through the thongs 
Of rose-white silk, I heard cold Matthew laugh : 

" My lady's crazed because"of these her wrongs ! " 

Thereon they set me in this silent cell. 
Half in the earth, as half-way to the grave, 

With bread to eat, and water from the well 
For all my drink, and none wherein to lave. . . , 

And yet great peace have I this way to dwell. 

To-day, the air is flowering, so many wings 
Ripple the ripe orchard ; so many thieves 

Assail the plums, to number them were vain — 
Some in the sky, and some among the leaves. . . 

Natheless would I not once be free again. 
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AMBUSCADE 

(Fragment.) 

OR the black centaurs, statuesquely still, 
Whose moving eyes devour the snuffing mares, 
And watch with baneful rage their nervous strides 

Whip the dark river white, lest unawares 
Some danger seize them. . . . Statuesquely still, 

Behind the waving trellises of cane. 
The centaurs feel their hearts (besieged with blood) 

Stagger like anvils when the sled-blows rain 
Shower on shower in persistent flood. . , . 

Now Cornus, he, the oldest of the group, 

With many wounds, strong arms, and clay-rolled hair. 
Coughs for a signal to his dreadful troop, 

And springs, wide-fingered, from the crackhng lair. 
Loudly the victims neigh, they thrash the stream. 

They tear their foemen's beards with frothy teeth. 
And fill the banks with sparkUng spires of steam 

That heavenward roll in one tumultuous wreath. 

Within the branches of an ancient oak, 

A Mother-Satyr, sleeping with her young, 
Smit by a sudden stone, upbraids the stroke; 
''iThen turns to see from whence it has been flung. 
Scarce does she mark the cursed Centaur pack, 
, Than, standing clear, she blows a whistle shrill. 
While, like an echo, straight comes flying back 
Louder and louder down the empty hiU, 
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A roar of hooves, a Kghtning view of eyes 
Redder than fire, of long, straight, whistling manes 

Stiff crests, and tails drawn out against the skies, 
Of angry nostrils webbed with leaping veins. 

The stallions come I . . • 
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GALLOWS MARRIAGE 

THE king lay a-bed with the queen one night, 
And a snow-white dove came on to the sill; 
" I am the lass," said the bird, " whom your might 
Made the poor plaything one day of your will. 

"You left me a corse on the road to Dee, 
Where the poplars grow and the two ways part ; 
But a lang-syne gift ye bestowed on me — 
The httle wee knife they found in my heart." 

" Ye he ! " said the king (but the queen turned pale, 

And her tears fell down hke rain from the sky) ; 

" May God be my judge if ever this tale 

Have aught in it else save the sound of a lie ! " 

He sprang from his bed to catch at the dove. 
When a bow-string sang to the stars without, 
And he fell Hke a knave to a mailed glove. 
With his eyes fast shut, as the world went out. 

But the dove sailed down to her own true lad. 
Who stood in the shade of the Southgate tree ; 
"Johnnie! " she whimpered, "my good is your bad; 
The gallows will marry you back to me." 
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LEGEND 

SUDDEN, between the porticoes, there rose 
A soaking mist, the semblance of a god, 
Whose watery head touched at the lofty ceil, 
Whose wings trailed, drizzling, to the entrance-hall . . , 
And, at whose girth a sickle-bended sword 
Winked fear and horror to its witnesses. 

Before inspired Solomon the King 

It stood, and Uke a dumb, dead statue stared 

Stone eyes upon the prince he entertained . . . 

A flaunting silken-turbaned Indian. 

Straightway there fell a hollow stilliness — 

The quick, hot cymbals and the wistful shawms 

Died at the heart of some sweet drinking-song ; 

Fair women waned as white as old men's beards, 

And youth grew crooked, paddling in its wine. . . . 

Swart warriors quivered like the hquid trees 

The moon plants nightly in the mountain pool 

When baleful winds ride post-haste under heaven; 

A torch, close by, spat resin at a slave. 

But, though the skin was burnt, he knew it not. 

So conscious was he of that Presence there. 

" Alas ! alas ! " said Solomon, " 'tis Death, 

And, lo," unto the prince, " he looks on thee." 

Thereat the dusky potentate fell down. 

" Great Eang ! " he cried, " the chosen child of heaven, 

Remember how that God did gift thee with 

A strong swift-flying doud in recompense 
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For that grand steed you once did dedicate 

To Him, in penance that the sun had seen 

A rajah riding at the hour of prayer : 

Wherefore, most high and mighty Solomon, 

Let not the guest be stricken at your board. . . . 

Command . . . Command your wind to take me hence 

To my white marble house in India." 

" And shall I pitch my power," replied the King, 
" Against the strength of Angel Azrael ? " 

But instantly the palace shook amain, 

Above the heavy palms the thunder roared, 

The curtains fell like floods of velvet rain 

On peacock and gold-girdled marmoset. 

Whereon a mighty blast blackt out the lamps. 

And, seated on a neck of livid flame, 

The Prince went, whisthng, o'er the dome of night, 

Between the twinkling stars of Palestine, 

And lay that hour in India. 

Out of the darkness came the voice of Death. 
" Strange are the ways of God, O King," it said. 
" For, being told to take in Hindustan 
This man, to find him here my mind was vext. . . , 
But, lo. He orders, and it comes to pass." 



122 SATYRS AND SUNLIGHT 



THE NEW YEAR 

DEEP in December's tomb the old year lies. 
The wasted wreaths now wither in the sun, 

And through the gate of Janus cometh one 
With plaited locks and laughter-loving eyes, 

And fingers stuck with kisses for the sweet 

Child virgins in the street. . . . 
Kind quiet girls and little blue-veined boys > 

(The murmuring hours) tread closely on his feet ; 
Some weep, and some, unto a tabor's noise. 

Trip ragadoons or galliards new from France, 

With impish elegance. 
But lo ! how, Uke a simple rustic. Life 

Moves open-mouthed adown the middle row, 
Where Vengeance shakes the livid torch of strife. 

And chapless Death his yellow gaze doth throw 
Out of a tower, up-reaching to the sky. 
From whence he all may spy. . . . 
They heed him not, but wet their hands with wine 

To splash the Venus-pigeons on the wall, 

Or clap their palms, and, whistling shrilly, call 
To leave their loves below the crooked vine 

Enshadowing Silenus' mighty hall, . . . 

And join the festival. 
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A BRIDAL SONG 

SHE is more sparkling beautiful 
Than dawn-light seen thro' tears 
The weeping worlds of Paradise 
Shed down upon the spheres. 

Her eyes are bright and passionate 
With love's immortal flame — 

The flowers of a wildwood tree 
In petals write her name. 

Her breath of life's so wondrous sweet 

The bees halt, in amaze. 
Their streaming honey-laden fleet 

Above the meadow- ways ; 

And every little singing thing 

Atween the breasted hill 
And God's high-vaulted cloistering 

Up-raises with a wiU 

Pasans of laud, and cheery chaunts 

Of her, who now is mine — 
Queen-Angel of angelic haunts 

Thro' months of mead and wine. 
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VOICES OF THE WORLD 

THE sad bell tolls a memory of death. 
The death of love . . . the death of dear delight . . 
Red-lit, the blazing cross of Calvary 
Tears hke a wound the ebon skin of night. 

Deep as the groaning of the wakeful sea 
In some black cavern of the starless coast, 

The famisht monks with bitter voices hail 
The Father, and Son, and the Holy Ghost. 

But one, a boy (whose tender lip still keeps 
The rosy colour from the spring of hfe). 

With finger-hidden face bows down and cries ; 

" Hate dwells in peace ; Love only lives in strife ! " 

While far beneath the frozen stone-paved stall 
He hears the jolly satsrrs tramp the earth. 

Full-bellied, to their ancient revelry, 
Mid clashing cups and wholesome dryad mirth. 

Aye me ! the long tears plash ; his hands move out, 
Then close, all bloodless, into prayer again. 

" Dear God," saith he, " in this thy chosen house 
Love starves . . . Grief shares^ his stewardship with 
Pain " 
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MAD MARJORY 

KING PALADIN plunged, on his moon-coloured mare, 
Athwart the deep shadows of Avalon wood, 
And a heron, afloat on the indolent air, 

Down dropped him a plume in his galloping-hood. 

Mad Marjory watched from the forester's gate, 
While tossing her baby with passionate glee : 

" God save you," she hailed him, " who, out o' your state, 
Unbended to father this darling in me. 

" Let Hobble the miller throw dust on my name, 
'Tis little I care about him or the rest ; 

My child is as much of the King's as the same 
Who gobbles the milk o' the Queen's ain breast." 
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THE BRIDESGROOM 

O DEATH, who hast all women for thy prize, 
From that primeval spring when Eve, possesst, 
Drew by the splendour of her quickened eyes 
Man Adam, laughing, to her fallow breast. . . . 

Helen, for whom proud gonfalons ablaze 
Did black the bastions of the Trojan wall. 

Feels the hot breath thine eagerness betrays 
Strike, Uke Sirocco, through her marriage-pall. 

And royal Egypt (that effulgent star 

Of Antony, audacious Mars' delight. 
Falling to Venus from his battle-car) 

Flames in thine arms across the desert night. 

Thisbe thou hast : and Cressid droops her head 
About thy withered neck, her long, wan lips 

CurUng upon thy mouth ... as petals spread 
From some once-queenly rose the winter strips. 

And, lest thy joy grow jaded in a while, 
Uriah's wife invites thee to the proof. 

Fain as of old, when David's bearded smile 
Shot fire upon her from his summer roof. 

Here lies Lucrece, her love-locks dimmed with dust, 
The colours of her body spoiled by thee : 

That even Tarquin, shaking in his lust. 

Would quench his eyes that he might never see. 
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Sheba and Esther, caverned in thy bed. 

Are brides ... to keep the silent dark at bay ; 

And One . . . whose pillow is the Baptist's head, 
Dreams she is dancing while the cymbals play. 

These slot-mouthed women, with big, bangled arms. 
Once fought like dogs the Vikings on their decks. 

Feeling the plaited wounds beneath their palms 
Break midway open, and the frothy flecks 

Of sweat jerk downward, as the salt-white shields 
Stank in the morning sun. . . . Yea, these with thee 

Are little cage-birds for thy bitter fields 
The maelstrom hurtles from the Baltic Sea. 

O Husband Death, all these are thine by law : 
Yet may Delilah, wantoning thy hair. 

Bring down thy strength by magic unto straw ; 
For then my soul need never know despair. . . . 

But I can see the shadow of thy face 

Grow grey on her, as, leaning from the pit. 

Thy loamy lips beslaver out the trace 
Of any love that I therein had writ. 
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UP, THOU SLUGGARD! 

LIKE to a captive bird he pines, 
Who, snatcht from out the purple sky. 
Doth see the windy star-lit lines 
Where only now his soul may fly. 

For him the sun need never lift 
His wheel from out the sea again ; 

For him the moon may drown and drift 
Mid floods of silver snow and rain. 

For what tho' Winter hold the land, 
Tho' Summer come, tho' Summer go — 

He is defeated of Love's hand, 
And put to lasting shame and woe. 

O man, O woman-loving man : 

Is this thy hardy majesty. 
To sink beneath the weakhng ban 

Of some fair girl's duphcity ? 

Fie on thee, sluggard ! Seize thy sword. 
Fling discontent and care away. 

Go to this damsel ... be her lord. 
Despite of any word she say. 

And I will promise joyous things 

For thee unto thine heart's content — 

For women make, of men, their kings 
The ones who most their minds have bent. 
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But only jibes and bitter scorn, ^ 
In heaped-up measure, are bestowed 

On those, who'd better not been born, 
The cowards-errant of Love's Road. 

Fair ladies dote on manly feats 
Of strength of arms and bravery. 

And yield, for such, their utmost sweets 
To everlasting slavery. 

So up, thou sluggard ! Seize thy sword. 

Fling discontent and care away. 
Go to this damsel ... be her lord, 

Despite of any word she say. 
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ONLY A BIRD 

THE Lord of Love no better day would need 
To bend his bow, or try his arrows' speed, j 

The morning came, when, peeping o'er the grass, 
I saw the orchid lift its quiet eye. 
Scanning the yellow field for her to pass 
Beneath the shady oak that scrjeened the sky 
With leaves and acorns, like a tapestry. 

And but a bird came winging o'er the mead 
To taste the first sweet honey-stalk in seed. 

Then from a rich man's garden grew the sound 
Of water falling on the petall'd lawn 
Till hni and valley dreamed of roses drown'd. 
And keen, as gathered frost, against the dawn, 
GUmmered the white bright statue of the fawn. 

The Lord of Love no better day would need 
To bend his bow, or try his arrows' speed. 

Beyond the wall, where apricots of gold 
Hung warm and heavy for the vagrant bee, 
A grand red butterfly, with sails unroU'd, 
Dipped his glad pennon in the leafy sea. 
Then fluttered up and hovered doubtfully. 

Only a bird came winging o'er the mead 
To taste the first sweet honey-stalk in seed. 
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THE ELVES O' SPRING 

WHEN dreamy milkmaid August droops 
Her deep blue eyes in pleasant sleep, 
September slips her laughing troops 

Of fairies mid the white-wooUed sheep. 
They ride the ram across the brook, 

And wreathe his horns with eglantine ; 
They steal the bow off Phyllis' crook. 

Poor Peter Piper's valentine ; 
They chase the lambs from hill to vale, 

O'er bloomy brake and shining mead ; 
They pelt the bull and tweak his tail, 

And fill his coat with clover-seed. 
The glad, mad world is merry when 

The elves o' Spring come prancing round, 
When chickens greet the old grey hen, 

And daisies twinkle through the ground. 

Then O, awake, Elizabeth, 

The dawn is in the aspen-tree. 
The air is rich with honey-breath. . . . 

Come out, my love, and dance with me. 
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CUPID REBUKED 

WHY is my little Cupid grown so warm 
When all the world is snow deep underfoot. 
And ruined trees bend leafless to the storm 
That threats to strike their fibres to the root . , . ? 

Good sooth, this is no scented night to spring 
Love's arrow when the tapets lean with pain 
Into the room, and shiver at the sting 
The wind's wild whip brings whistling down again. 

The carven Venus set against the wall 
Now feels the icy blast embathe her breast. 
And in her ear she hears the black rooks call, 
Like ashes flying from the kindled West. 

Get hence, sweet Paphian lad . , . the month of May 
Thy proper season is, when buds are seen 
On every bough, and hart and roe gin play 
Their merry anticks in the woodland green. 
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A LEAF OUT OF A RHYMING DIARY 

SOMEBODY under my window 
Is digging an April bed 
For stocks and sweet anemones, 
Pink, yellow, and white and red. 

And in at the open casement 
A shower of loam-dust floats. 

Which mottles the sheet I write on. 
My books and my hundred notes. 

And I leave off work to wonder 
At seeing a wild wasp bring 

Buff coloured clay to build with 
A home for its brood in Spring. 

And up in the furthest corner 
The locust I found last year 

(The ants had eaten him hollow) 
CHngs tight to a Queensland spear. 

Bees have made hives in a lion, 
At least so the Good Book saith — 

Spiders have built in the skulls of 
Kings in the bosom of Death. 

But I can tell of the locust 

(Drawing-room, dining and bed) 

Transformed to the country mansion 
Of Vespa, the newly wed. 
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Vespa's a wasp in the Latin ; 

Vespa, the beautiful thing ; 
But (Vespa or Wasp) it cannot 

Change her immutable sting. 

Some one is digging the garden, 
And in at the window floats 

A shower of dust all over 

My books and my hundred notes. 
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THE UNCOUTH KNIGHT 

WI' his two-fist sword, enscintillant, he cut an apple 
down 
To stop the clocking clamour of the daughter of the clown. 
Who ploughed the frosty headland ; and the Princess 

looked between 
The windows of the hawthorn-hedge that walled the road 
with green. 

" Run, Lady Kate, to yonder knight, and pray him cUp for 

me 
The fairest pippin o' them a' upon the pippin-tree." 
And Lady Kate has gathered now her kirtle in her hand. 
And through the steamy mallow's gone to do the Queen's 

command. 

" Good e'en, good e'en, Sir Rusty Breast," she spake with 
bitter scorn, 

" Cleave me an apple for the Queen, an thou'rt a knight 
true-born." 

The knight, from his shankpilhon high, leered down on 
Lady Kate, 

Then sheathed his sword and screwed amain his helmet- 
feather straight. 

" My Uttle smutch-face lass," said he unto the ragged brat, 
" How daur ye eat the gowden fruit a queen's eyes hunger 
at?" 
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Forthy he bended, and he took the ribstone at her 

mouth. . . . 
What tho' her bitter tears fell down like raindrops from 

the South. 

He brake the apple in his palm : " I'll cut no more," quo' 

he. 
" Let half the beggar's fruit suffy to stay the Queen's 

bodie." 
And threw him twain upon the ground, and laughed with 

all his might. . . . 
Was ever such, in this wide world, another uncouth 

knight ? 
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SONG OF THE WITLESS BOY 

BELOW my pretty love I lie . . . 
She, nakedly, upon the sky. 
White hke a swan. 
With blue eyes open to the air 
Floats ii^ the cradle of her hair; 
Hey nonny non ! 
Death hath no fear for me. 
Life hath no care for me. 

Merry and glad ; 
Who would change place with me. 
Laugh and gain grace with the 
Sky-witch's lad ? 

The old ewe runs among the thorns. 
The young ram itches in the horns, 

Winter is gone ; 

The mumping priests go down the way 

Where Meg and Katie stook the hay. 

Hey nonny non ! 

So let's sing cheerily. 

Dance, and be verily 

Merry and glad. . . . 
Who would change place with me. 
Laugh and gain grace with the 
Sky-witch's lad ? 

My darling on a cloudy steed 
Rode in December, and, indeed. 
Her glances shone 
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Yellow like lightning up above, 
But never hotter than my love; 
Hey nonny non ! 
Spring has come back again, 
Nothing to lack or gain — 

Still we are glad ; 
Who would change place with me, 
Laugh and gain grace with the 
Sky-witch's lad ? 

O you who throw your tenderest trust 
Upon a maiden got from dust, 

Go sigh, grow wan. . . . 
And learn, though late, no woman yet 
Of earthy stamp was worth a fret, 
Hey nonny non ! 
(Betsy and Josephine, 
Poll, Doll, and Eveline). 
Folly run mad ! . . . 
I would not change with ye. 
Drop 'em, and range with the 
Sky-witch's lad. 
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REUNION 

(The Dead Man Speaks.) 



T' 



^HE stars were ablaze 
In the heavenly ways, 
The sea was asleep on the strand ; 
The bell of St. John's, 
With its deep voice of bronze. 
Rang heartily over the land. 

And she whom I love 
More than angels above, 

Than twiUght, or music, or gold. 
Came smiling to me 
'Neath the persimmon-tree. 

Her hair in a rose-fettered fold. 

Her hands were as white 

As the cloud of delight 
That flowers in heaven at noon — 

That sprinkles its buds 

In beneficent floods 
To gladden the way of the moon. 

And ever the hymn 

Of the far seraphim 
Blew mystical over the tide. 

And swooned with the wave 

At the foot of my grave. 
That night when Hermione died. 
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SENSUAL LOVE 

I KISSED her breasts ; and she, with golden eyes, 
Like the hot panther leaning to. the brool^ 
Bloomed into passion, while her thirsty cries 

Throbbed through the night till all her body shook. 

The wandering deer upraised his beetling crest, 
And took the moon to be his diadem ; 

And mid the sedge the silent firefly prest. 
Or filled the Uly with his lustful gem. 

The stars came down, and revelled in the shape 
Of one with flowing hair and looks of sheen, 

A bowstring sprite, whose brows the plundered grape 
Set round with fruit and burnisht leaves of green. 

A little jar of arrows chafed his flank, 

And, from the fountain-head, in tickhng sips 

(As if it thence the dew of nectar drank), 
A warm white dove lay pecking at his hps. 

And he did draw his cord and stoop to shoot. 
When suddenly his wrath 'gan disappear; 

*' Though Dian hunt the savage soulless brute. 

No bestial blood," quoth he, " shall stain Love's gear," 
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MUSE-HAUNTED 

HE heard (and dreamed the night-wind on 
The moon's gold horn was blowing) 
The music of far Helicon 
Adown Parnassus flowing. 

And with that strange sad ecstasy 

Of men who, slowly sailing. 
Behold a mermaid in the sea. 

Below their lantern-railing, 

Spark Uke a star within the wave — 

So he with yearning listened. 
While high above his shadowy cave 

The eye of Venus gUstened. 



The hawk entowered in the sky, 
The lonely lord of heaven. 

At daybreak saw him solitary ; 
And yet again at even. 
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NEVER AGAIN 

SHE looked on me with sadder eyes than Death, 
And, moving through the large, autumnal trees. 
Failed like a phantom on the bitter breath 
Of midnight ; and the unillumined seas 
Roared in the darkness out of centuries. 

Never on earth, or in the holy sky. 
Beyond the Umits of the secret ring 

God walls about His Kingdom jealously, 
Has ever been a fairer, sweeter thing 
Than she : more fair than aU imagining. 

Never again ! though I should waste the hours 

To search the galleries of angels thro', 
Or, in the exhalation of the flowers. 

Gaze for her spirit, tremulous as dew, 

To reascend the unfathomable blue. 

I seek her in the labyrinthine maze 

Of stars unravelling their golden chain, 
And, from my cavern, mark the hghtning blaze 

A pathway for her down the singing rain. 

In vain, in vain : she cannot come again. 
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CATALOGUE OF BOOKS 

PUBLISHED BY 

TH0riA5 C LOTHIAN, 

100, Flinders Street^ 
MELBOURNE. 



THE ELEMENTS OF ANIMAL PHYSIOLOGY. By W. A. 

Osborne, M.B., D.Sc, Professor of Physiology in the Univer- 
sity, Melbourne. 152 pages, 64 illustrations. Price 6s,; 
postage, id. 

In this book an attempt has been made to give an elementary 
account of physiology from the standpoint of the mammal and 
■with special reference to man and the domestic animals. It is 
hoped that it may function as a text-book intermediate between 
the primer and the special manual of human or veterinary physio- 
logy, and therefore be of use to students of medicine, veterinary 
science, and agriculture. As the technical terms employed 
are all defined, and as no presumption is made that the reader 
has studied chemistry or physics, the book, it is also hoped, may 
be read with profit by others who may not be entering upon a 
definite course of professional study. 

In the appendix a number of biochemical data are given for the 
sake of those who have some chemical knowledge. 

A copy should be in the hands of every intelligent person. It 
is the latest and best book on the subject. 

" The book is trustWorthy and free from errors ; it is specially full on its biochemical 
side, which is what one would anticipate from Professor Osborne's research woik. ■ . • 
We wish the book {he success it deserves." — Nature, 
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NO BREAKFAST ; or, The Secret of Life. By " Gossip." 
Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. 94 pp. Antique paper. Attrac- 
tive cover in two colours. Price li. ; postage, id. 

This is a book that will take you unawares and surprise you, 
for it is a very human volume. You will ask, after reading it, 
what all this has to do with No Breakfast, and your answer will 
show whether you have discovered the secret of the book or not. 

"... a vigorous expression of the philosophy of common sense. . . . The plea 
is foe more sim|}licity, for moderation in all things," — Sydney Morning Herald, 

"... There are few people who will not get some valuable hints from its perusal,'' 
•^Adelaide Register, 

THE AUSTRALIAN CRISIS. By C. H. Kirmess. Paper 
cover, 2s. 6d. Cloth cover, 3*. 6d. 

This is a remarkable novel, and one which has attracted con- 
siderable attention. It is a most interesting, breezy novel. The 
Ught touch of the author, with his striking knowledge of his facts, 
make the book one which is read easily. It will appeal to all 
classes, for if the crisis happens as our author foretells (and it is 
wonderful how closely current events are marching in accord 
with his forecast), then the sooner we are all prepared the better. 
Read the book. 

" The object of the author is to expose the danger which may arise from the thinly 
populated condition of this continent. This endeavour has been carried out with 
an abundance of ingenuity and industry. By a deeply laid scheme a Japanese Settle- 
ment, originally trained to pioneer occupation in Formosa, is conveyed to Junction 
Bay in the Northern Territory and there landed secretly. The theme and purpose 
of the book deserve attention, and it is written with a sincerity which is attractive." — 
The Leader. 

THE FEDERAL LIQUOR SERVICE. ByTuLLiEWoLLASTON. 
Crown 8vo. 91 pages. Bound in full cloth, gold blocked. Price 
2S. 6d. ; postage, 2d. Paper cover, is. ; postage, id. 

" Here in a handy little volume is contained a vigorous argument for Commonwealth 
control of the retail liquor trade. The writer's style is vigorous and breezy, and the 
book contains many sweeping assertions with which the majority of the liquor reformers 
would find fault. Still it is worth reading." — The Age. 

" It is a new book really. It breaks new groimd. . . . His arguments are very 
clear and simple. ... It ought to be in everybody's hand." — Sydney Stock and Station 
Journal. 

" It is rare to find an earnest Temperance Reformer who does not call his opponents 
hard names ; Mr. Wollaston does not"^— Adelaide Register, 
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POETRy BY BEBN3RD O'DOVD. 

DAWNWARD? By Bernard O'Dowd. Author of "The 

Silent Land" and "Dominions of the Boundary." Price 
2s. 6d. ; postage, id. 

A few copies of the original limited First Edition, published 

by the Bulletin Company, are still available. Price on application. 

" The best book of verses yet produced in Australia." — ^T, G. Tucker, Litt.D. 
Professor of Classical Literature, University of Melbourne. 

THE SILENT LAND AND OTHER VERSES. By Bernard 
O'Dowd, Author of " Dawnward ? " " Dominions of the Boun- 
dary." Bound in haU-cloth boards, gilt tops. Price 2s. 6d. ; 
postage, id. 

A few copies of an Edition-de-Luxe (limited to twenty-five), 
signed by the Author, are stiU available. Price 75. 6d. 

" The most arresting worii of the younger generation is that of Mr. Bernard O'Dowd." 
— The Times (London). 

DOMINIONS OF THE BOUNDARY. By Bernard O'Dowd. 
64 pages, art cover. Price is. ; postage, id. 

"Mr. Bernard O'Dowd stands out alone among modem Australian poets." — The 
Spectator (London), 

POETRY MILITANT. By Bernard O'Dowd. An Aus- 

traUan plea for the Poetry of Purpose. An exceedingly fine, 
sincere, Uterary essay. Paper cover, is. ; postage, id. 

"This booklet is an important contribution to Australian Literature." — N.S,W 
Educational Gazette, 

THE SEVEN DEADLY SINS. A Sonnet Series. By Ber- 
nard O'Dowd. Small quarto, 56 pp., deckle edged, antique 
paper. Price 3s. 6d. ; postage, 2d. 

This is Mr. O'Dowd's latest volume, and one which can be 
confidently recommended as containing some of the most remark- 
able poetical work yet done in AustraUa. 

"... It is full of thought and vision ... it embodies such a bold and luminous 
re-valuation of the xmiverse, as we have every right to expect from the true poet."— 
The Herald. 
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LYRICS IN LEISURE. By DoROTHY Frances McCeae 
(Mrs. C. E. Perry). Antique paper, 84 pages, white art cover. 
Price 15. ; postage, id. 

" . . > Worthy addition to the growing stores of Australian Poetry.'' — The Age, 
", . . Vivid and hvunan." — Christchurch Press. 



ALPHA CENTAURI. By M. Forrest. Neatly bound 

in cloth ; gold blocked ; antique paper. Price 3s. 6d. ; or 
post free, $s. yd. 

"Gives her a high place among Australian poets . . ■ unusually keen and cleac- 
sighted . . . brilliant local colouring . . . full of verbal felicities, of picturesque 
^^nressions. . . . Every word tells." — The Ausiraiasian, 

"tSxs. Forrest is not only an exceedingly graceful writer, but an earnest thinkeo 
and student of human nature/' — Sydney mail. 

LYRIC MOODS. By Robert Crawford. Cloth bound, 

3s. 6d. ; postage, id. 

" Full of fine thought and feeling, and there is daintiness and fini<;h in the expression 
and versification." — The Argus. 

" Gracefully written." — Sydney Morning Herald, 

"Its outstanding diaracteristics are wholesomeness and daintiness." — The Nea 
Idea, 



SEA SPRAY AND SMOKE DRIFT. By Adam Lindsay 
Gordon. A reprint of this early Australian Classic. Cover 
in two colours by Alex Sass. i6o pages, is. ; postage, id. 



A Unique Volume. 

BELLS AND BEES. By Louis Esson. 2s. 6d. 

This is a unique volume of poetry, dealing with Australian 
subjects in a new way. 

PETALS IN THE WIND. By Helen Jerome, is, ■ 

postage id. 

A graceful book of Australian verses, by an Australian Poetess 
who has a genuine gift of song. Readers wiU not be disappointed. 
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D3INTy BOOKS B/ GRE3T 
3U5TR3LI3N 3UTHOR5. 

A Scries for good Australians to buy. 

Bound in the best limp ooze leather. Price is. 3<2. ; postage, id. 

SEA SPRAY AND SMOKE DRIFT. By Adam Lindsay 
Gordon. A Dainty Miniature Edition of Gordon's Classic. 

A delightful volume to handle, and one that makes a present 
which will please. 

POEMS OF HENRY C. KENDALL, A Selection of this 
favourite Australian Poet's best work. 

BUSHLAND BALLADS. By Edwin J. Brady, Author of 
" Ways of Many Waters." A neat edition containing a number 
of new, unpublished poems of great attractiveness. 

POEMS. By Bernard O'Dowd. A neat volume of selec- 
tions from Mr. O'Dowd's books : — The Silent Land — Dawnward ? 
— Dominions of the Boundary — Poetry Militant — The Seven 
Deadly Sins. 

This Volume makes a good introduction to a poet who is now 
being quietly recognized as our greatest Australian poet. 

POEMS OF WILLIAM GAY. A carefully made selection 
from the work of this little known but attractive Bendigo poet. 

Prot. Dowdbh. — " Noble in feeling and dignified in expression, each sonnet moving 
with a grave music towards its close. They are admirable both for thought and work- 
manship." 

POEMS BY JENNINGS CARMICHAEL (Mrs. Francis 

MULLIS). 

A selection of this author's poems. 
7 
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THE NUGGET BOOKLETS. 

a Series of Reprints from the World's Literature. 

Daintily printed, generally in two colours, with attractive art coven, od, each. 
Also bound in enduring green ooze leather, 2S. 6d. Postage j£ 

" Are daintSy printed and intelligently compiled." — The BuUttm. 
" The handy and neat Nugget Booklets." — THe Register. 

MAXIMS AND MORAL REFLECTIONS OF THE DUKE DE LA 

ROCHEFOUCAULD (from the French). 

OMAR KHAYYAM, translated by Edward Fitzgerald. With 
introduction. On Australian-made paper. This edition contains those 
stanzas that Swinburne declared were " the Kernel of the Whole." 

" A booklet which will be welcome to many." — The HeraU. 
" To be preferred to EngMsh editions." — The BoohftUtm. 

UNTO THIS LAST, by John Ruskin. 

With Introduction by Mr. H. H. Champion. 

SWEETHEARTS AND BEAUX, wherein you may learn what 
tricks the Archer plays, and so, being fore-armed, grow Wise. 

THE WISDOM OF THE FOOLISH AND THE FOLLY OF THE 

WISE, Criticising the Fads and FoUies of Society. 

" Got up and printed in the usual attractive manner." — The Gadfly. 

NEW THOUGHTS AND OLD NOTIONS. 

A pocket-book of cheerful wisdom. Get one, and be happy. 

THE SUPREME LITERARY GIFT, by T. G. Tucker, Lltt.D., 
Professor of Classical Literature in University, Melbourne. 
The principles of Literary Criticism, a contribution to the foundation 
of a correct taste. 

"This masterly treatise." — The RegKler. 

" A valuable and stimubting contribution." — The Woman. 

THE MAKING OF A SHAKESPEARE, by T. G. Tucker, Litt,D., 
Professor of Classical Literatvu'e in University, Melbourne. 

8 
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The greatest Australian Cookery Book. 

200 pages. Full Cloth. One Shilling and Sixpence. 

Postage id 

THE KnnyuoA cookery book. 

BY 

HENRIETTA C. McGOWAN, 

"The Australian Mrs. Beeton," "The Australian Unbeaten." 



Full of good, reliable, new and tasty Recipes. 

SUMMARY OF ^CONTENTS. 
Bachelor Meals. — Emergency Meals. — Cookery for Children. 
— School Lunches. — Camp Life and Week-End Cookery. — House- 
hold Cookery. — Joints. — Mutton. — Beef. — Lamb. — Pork. — 
Veal. — Poultry. — Fish. — Spiced Meats and Sausages. — Curries. 
— Invalid Cookery. — Vegetables. — Vegetable Dishes. — Fruit. 
— Fruit Dishes. — For Breakfast, Lunch or Supper. — Soups. — 
Puddings. — Pastry. — Cold Puddings. — Cakes. — Small Cakes and 
Biscuits. — Breads, Buns, Waffles, etc. — Scones. — Sandwiches. 
— Jams, Jellies, Fruit Cheeses and Preserves.— Sauces, Pickles 
and Chutney. — Salads. — Drinks. — Sweets. — Garnishings and 
Sauces. — Sundries. — Waste Not, Want Not. 



IN PREPARATION. 

WOriAN'5 WORK. 



BY 



HENRIETTA C. McGOWAN 



AND 



MARGARET CUTHBERTSON. 

A handy guide to help all women towards employment, giving full 
particulars of every profession or trade. 

Price One Shilling. 
9 
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Recommended for use by the Educational Departments of 
Victoria and Tasmania. 

THE USEFUL BIRDS OF SOUTHERN AUSTRALIA, by R. Hall, 
F.L.S. Crown 8vo, full of illustrations, 312 pages. Price 3s. 6rf. ; postage 
2d. A comprehensive and popular book on the haunts and habits of 
Australian birds. An ideal book to place in any boy's hands. 

" Mr. Hall's careful treatment of the subject." — Nature. 
" A useful book on an important subject.'* — The Zoologist. 

GLIMPSES OF AUSTRALIAN BIRD LIFE, being a dainty booklet of 
31 original and unique photographs taken from actual birds in their 
native haunts by A. C. Mattingley and others. Descriptive notes 
by Robert Hall, F.L.S. Price is. ; postage id. Third thousand. 

" An excellent souvenir to send to naturalists in other lands." — Vic. Naturalist. 
" Unique camera work." — The Emu. 

KEY TO THE BIRDS OF AUSTRALIA, by Robert Hall, F.L.S. 

A scientific work dealing clearly with the classification and geographical 
distribution of Australian species. Price 5s. ; postage 2d. 



Recommended by the Educational Department of 
new South Wales. 

GUIDE TO THE STUDY OF AUSTRALIAN BUTTERFLIES, by 

W. J . Rainbow, F.L.S., F.E.S., Entomologist to the Australian Museum, 
Sydney. 300 pages Crown 8vo, over 250 illustrations, and a fine three- 
colour frontispiece (reproduced direct from four brilliant Butterflies). 
■ Price 3s. 6d. ; postage zd. A thoroughly scientific, yet popular work 
for all who desire a knowledge of Australian Rhopalocerau Fauna. 

" An Australian scientific classic." — The Register. 

" A model of arrangement and sound work." — Publisher's Circular. 

" A useful little book . . . Very well executed." — Nature. 



A Charming 5ook for Nature Lovers. 

FROM RANGE TO SEA : A Bird Lover's Ways, by Charles Barrett. 
With a special preface by Donald Macdonald. A beautiful booklet, 
dealing in a sympathetic manner with Nature as seen and felt by the 
author on his rambles. Printed on art paper, and illustrated by 40 
original photographs taken by Mr. A. H. E. Mattingley. Price is. ; 
postage id. Australian ooze calf, 3s. 6d. 

" A haimonious soliloquy among the birds u n > contains a good deal of valuable 
material." — Museum Journal (London). 
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HOW TO HANDLE A CUSTOMER, AND OTHER HELPS TO 
MODERN BUSINESS, by " One Who Knows." Uniform with Nugget 
Booklets. Price gd. ; postage id. 



MOSQUITOES: THEIR HABITS AND DISTRIBUTION, by W. J. 
Rainbow, F.L.S., F.E.S., Entomologist to the Australian Museum, 
Sydney. A neat booklet of 64 pp., well illustrated, dealing with this 
interesting pest and its extermination. Price is. 6d. ; postage id. 

" A valuable contribution to nature study." — The Herald. 



VICTORIAN HILL AND DALE: A Series of Geological Rambles. 

by T. S. Hali,, M.A., D.Sc, Lecturer in Biology in the Uniyersity of 
Melbourne. 208 pages, with 40 original photographs. Price 3s. ; postage 
id. 

This is a most interesting and unique volume and one that will appeal 
to and stimulate aU readers. The matter is fresh and clearly written. No 
geological knowledge is pre-supposed, and only popular terms are used. 



A Book of Real Importance. 



GINGER TALKS. By W. C. Holman. Price 5s. (postage 
zd.) Crown 8vo., extra cloth gUt, 235 pages with 15 fuU-page 
cartoons illustrating the principles of Salesmanship which the 
" Talks " explain. 

This Volume is essential to every Uve business man. Fifteen 
brilliant and fascinating chapters give the most practical course 
in Salesmanship ever written. The sentences are crowded with 
epigrams, sharpened with penetrating wit, hghted up with humour, 
and made vividly alive with the tones of a masterful personality. 
It is a healthy influence to come under. You wiU work better, 
play better, and enjoy life better after reading. 

GINGER TALKS' PREFACE 
After reading you will send straight for a copy. 
There is gunpowder in every man if you can get only the spark 
to it. 

There is latent power in every salesman — often more than 
he himself dreams he possesses. AU that is necessary is to light 
the flame of his enthusiasm by showing him his own opportunities 
and possibilities. 

Do but this much for him, and the hidden gunpowder within 
him win make him explode into sudden and irresistible action. 
" Ginger Talks" are sparks to reach the gunpowder. 
II 
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GOOD POETBY BY 3U5TRALIAN 
POETS. 



THE LABORATORY AND OTHER VERSES, by W. A. Osborne. 
Small Quarto, Antique paper, printed ia two colours. 

Price 2s. 6d. ; postage id. A small collection of fugitive verses by 
one who is occupied in scientific pursuits. 

" Technique almost perfect, a command of varied styles, grace, restraint." — Tht 
Register, 

THE WAYS OF MANY WATERS AND OTHER VERSES, by 
Edwin J. Brady. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. Illustrated through- 
out by Alex. Sass. Price 3s. 6d. ; postage 2d. A reprint of this breezy 
volume of Sea Verse and Chanteys which have won such favourable 
notice. 

" Brady sings in a lay that harmonizes with the thud, thud of canvas beating as 
the ship comes into the wind, with the creak and wheeze of block and tackle, and the 
rattle of the donkey-engine and winches as the loaded slings swing aboard. He tells 
of wild, roaring nights, when ' th' old man is driving his craft through and over.' 
In the domain of Australian verse Brady's sea-songs are unique." — ^ueenslander. 

POEMS OF LOVE, LIFE, AND SENTIMENT, by Ella Wheeler 
Wilcox. A large Crown 8vo volume, containing the best poems written 
by this wonderful American. Handsome two-colour cover. Price is. 6d. ; 
postage id. Also in limp leather, 3s. ; postage 2d. In attractive cloth, 
price 2S. ; postage 2d. 

THE LAMP OF PSYCHE, by Johannes Anderson. 120 pp.. 
Crown 8vo. Antique paper, art paper cover. Price 2s. 6d. ; postage id. 

" I consider that ' The Lamp ' is a lofty, inspiring, gently harmonious, and well- 
sustained piece of work, and a welcome addition to good Austrsdian poetry." — Bernard 
O'Dows in The SodaUst. 



MOODS AND MELODIES, SONNETS AND LYRICS, by Mary 
E. FuLLERTON. An attractive booklet of 64 pages. Antique paper. 
Price IS. ; postage id. 

" Cultured, artistic and neatly turned lyrics . . . sonnets always skilfully wrought 
and fine in feeling." — Scotsman. 
" Contain many striidng lines." — SpecttUor (London). 
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SEA AND SKY, by J. Le Gay Brereton. Small Quarto. Edition 
limited to 500 copies. Price 3s. 6d. 

" One of the most purely poetical volumes yet produced in Australia," — The Worker, 
" Such careful work, so delicately done, is a rare portent in our vague Australian 

sky." — The Bulletin. 
" There is nothing whatever in it about horses . . . reflects no httle credit upon 

the condition of poetical culture in Melbourne, and should be read with a hearty interest 

by lovers of poetry anywhere." — The Scotsman. 

EGMONT, by Hubert H. Church. Crown 8vo, price 3s. 6d. 

•' The real thing is there, speaking direct from the heart of the writer to the heart 
of the reader . . . originahty as well as charm. ... He is a real poet with a poet's 
insight, and a poet's faith in the great things of the'Unseen." — Otago Daily Witness. 

" True poetry . . . deep earnest thought ... in him New Zealand possesses a 
poet of whom she may well be pleased." — New Zealand Times. 

" A real poet ... to be judged by high standard." — Adelaide Register. 

" Melodious and sincere." — Argus. 

*' , . . his masculine intellectual strength is making his work memorable." — Christ' 
church Press. 



THE HEART OF THE ROSE. An Illustrated Quarterly for those 
who love inspiration and imagination in literature. The first number 
appeared on December 9, 1907, entitled " The Heart of the Rose," and 
was quickly bought up. This number is now sold at an advanced price. 
No. 2, " The Book of the Opal," appeared on March 9. The third number 
is entitled " The Shadow on the HUl," and No. 4, " Fire o' the Flame," 
is now on sale at all booksellers. The four, numbers, price 5s. post free. 

" One finds in the little magazine many things of interest, and some things of real 
beauty. . . this latest of Melbourne magazines deserves a warm welcome." — "Elzevir," 
The Argus. 

ROSEMARY, THAT'S FOR REMEMBRANCE, by Elenor Moedaunt. 
Author of " The Garden of Contentment." Crown 8vo, 204 pages. 
Price 2S. 6d. ; postage 2d. 



"A REPRINT OF AN EXCELLENT VOLUME." 

THINGS WORTH THINKING ABOUT. By T. G. Tucker, Litt. D., 
Professor of Classical Literature in University, Melbourne. A reprint of 
a volume that deals in a popular way vrith interesting subjects such as 
literature, Science and Education, Culture and Cant, Teaching of History, 
etc. 3s. 6d. ; posted, 3s. gd. 

" In Australia he should be known as a public benefactor. The volume before us , . . 
being nothmg less than a contribution to the Commonwealth. '—The Athenaum. 
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A COnPLETE COUD5E IN HYPINOTISn. 

PRACTICAL LESSONS IN HYPNOTISM, by Dr. W. W. Cook, A.M., 
M.D., containing Complete Instructions in the Development and Practice 
of Hypnotic Power, including much valuable information in regard to 
Mental Healing, Mind Reading, and other kindred subjects. The 
chapters include : Philosophy of Hypnotism — Qualifications of a Hypno- 
tist — Qualifications of a Subject — Favourable and Unfavourable Influ- 
ences — Precautions to be observed — How to Hypnotise — Degrees of 
Hypnosis — Clairvoyance— Self-Hypnotism and Auto-Suggestion — ^Acci- 
dental Development of Hypnotic Power — The Hj^pnotist's Secret — 
Developing a Subject — Anim al Magnetism and Magnetic Healing — 
Overcoming Habits by Hypnotism — Criminal Hypnotism — Hypnotism 
and Disease — Anaesthesia during Hypnosis — Hypnotism and the Insane 
— Hypnotising Animals — Hypnotism in Busiaess and Society — Hjrpno- 
tism in the Professions — General Hjrpnotic Influence — Post-Hypnotism 
-"-Awakening a Subject — Mind Reading and Telepathy — Hypnotic 
Miscellany — Self-Anaesthesia — Method of Producing Hypnosis, etc., etc. 
All complete in one illustrated book. Price 5s.; postage id. 



AN INDISPENSABLE BOOK FOR EVERY BUILDER, 
CONTRACTOR, OR ARCHITECT. 

AUSTRALIAN BUILDING ESTIMATOR. A Text Book of Prices, 

by Walter Jeffries. 320 pages, strongly bound in cloth, Crown 8vo, 
with full tables and index. 7s. 6d. ; postage 2d. This book is written 
by a practical man, who has had wide and varied experience in the build- 
ing world of more than one Australian State. The volume is most com- 
prehensive and complete. His own knowledge of the requirements of 
the trade is Supplemented on many points by the advice and assistance 
received from many specialistic arid professional friends, making the 
book one that no Builder, Contractor, or Architect can afford to be 
without. 



QUINTON'S ROUSEABOUT AND OTHER STORIES, by Edward S. 

SoRENSON. Crown 8vo, 280 pages, cloth ; with attractive wrapper, 
by Alex. Sass. One ShiUing ; postsige id. A volume of 18 original, 
fresh and breezy Australian stories that are worth reading. 



CLARKE'S ELOCUTION INSTRUCTOR, a large volume giving in a 
thoroughly practical manner the latest and best methods of becoming 
a successful Elocutionist. Many and varied exercises are contained in 
the course. The author, Arthur Clarke, is well known as a most 
successful teacher, and it is anticipated that his system of training will 
be largely adopted. Price 3s. 6d. ; postage 2d. 
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THE, SECRET OP OPTIMISri. 

Revised and Enlarged Edition. 

EATING FOR HEALTH. Second Edition. By Dr. Abramowski, M.D. 
(Berlin) of Mildara, Victoria. 156 pages, with two photographs. Price 
2s., postage, id. 

Australia too long has obeyed the conventions of the old world 
and has suffered in consequence. She forgets that harmony with 
surroundings is the basis of happiness. 

This second edition is now ready. It has been thoroughly 
revised and brought up to date, all the Doctor's latest results are 
included, and it is confidently felt that the present book is thor- 
oughly up to date and is the latest word upon Eating for Health. 

This book is written from actual personal knowledge and 
experience. It is the evolution of a common-sense idea of disease 
and a natural system for its Prevention and Cure. It is as inter- 
esting as a novel. Send for a copy and benefit yourself. 



A Suggestive Book of riodern Thought. 
THE GREAT LONGING. By Alan D. Mickle. 208 

pages, crown 8vo., fuU cloth. 2S. 6d. (postage, 4^.) 

This book is an ambitious and sincere quest after Truth. The 
author attempts to describe truly what is, and to read from the 
tendencies of things what will be. He does not desire to con- 
vince others of the truth of his ideas, nor does he wish to convert 
them to his way of thinking. And he does not for one moment 
believe that a practical, workable social system would be gained 
if the world of present-day men suddenly agreed to conform to 
his philosophy. But he believes that readers whose sympathies 
naturally tend towards an individualistic and aristocratic inter- 
pretation of life, as opposed to the socialistic interpretation, 
will find much that is interesting and suggestive in this book. 



A NEW THING IN BOOKS. 



FROM THE OLD DOG. Being a Series of Letters on Politics 
from an ex-Prime Minister to his Nephew. By Frank Fox. 

Bright, witty, humorous, instructive. A textbook of White Australian 
Politics. Price is. j Cloth Edition, 2S. 6d. Postage i"*- 

" It is a book that should prove of value to the young liberal aspirant for political 
honours." — The Age. 

" The matter is good and so is the style." — The Adelaide Register. 

" It is full of gaiety and vrise humour, and more absorbingly interesting than most 
present-day novels. Amuses and interests in every line." — Ballarat Courier. 



WISDOM AND SUCCESS IN ADVERTISING. Enlarged and revised 
edition. By E. Gewurz. , 

Price IS. Postage id. 
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